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Taylor University 
Our Mission. 
B E L I E V I N G  T H A T  A L L  T R U T H  
H A S  I T S  S O U R C E  F R O M  G O D ,  
T H E  M I S S I O N  O F  P A R N A S S U S  
I S  T O  P R E S E N T  T H E  T A L E N T S  
A N D  A S P I R A T I O N S  O F  T H E  
TAYLOR COMMUNITY. 
W E  S E E K  T O  P U B L I S H  W O R K S  
O F  E X C E L L E N C E  T H A T  W I L L  
E D I F Y  O U R  R E A D E R S  
A N D  M A G N I F Y  O U R  C R E A T E R .  
Epoch: (cpok) n. 1. a. A specific historical period, especially considered 
extraordinary, b. A notable event marking the beginning of such a period. 
F R O M  T H E  E D I T O R S :  
Thanks for supporting some of Taylor University's most talented writers and 
artists with your purchase of Epoch: Parnassus 1999. 
This year's issue is different than any previous Parnassus. The written and 
visual aspects of the literary magazine are not only representative of a diverse 
body of student writers, but also of the intentional community offered at 
Taylor. 
As you thumb through this year's issue, you will notice a retrospective of the 
past several years of Parruissus. Since this is the last issue of the twentieth 
century, we wanted to take a look back. We have come from a handful of 
saddle-stapled paperback issues to the professionally produced and designed 
book you hold in your hands. 
You may be wondering who the feature photographer is on the cover of this 
year's book. We guarantee you don't know him. The photo was taken by John 
Pitzinger in 1931, two years after the stock market crash, in an Italian neigh­
borhood of Chicago. The first girl on the left is Sara's grandmother, Nettie 
Freda, at age ten. The girls are curling their toes from the heat of the day after 
being sprayed with a hose by Pitzinger. 
We offer our deepest appreciation to the office of Academic Affairs and the 
English office for continuing to support a portion of Taylor's art community 
through the f unding of Parnassus 1999. 
Truly, 
Editors 
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Brie VanConant 
COVER PHOTOGRAPH : John Pitzingcr, 1931 
LAYOUT : Page Maker 6.5 
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- ["PRIZE WINNING ENTRIEST 
POETRY 
FIRST PLACE: 
Tetah 
Angie Mazakis 
SECOND PLACE: 
Statue at Palanga, Lithuania 
Carol Kaufifman 
THIRD PLACE: 
A Naked Truth 
Mark Bane 
PROSE 
FIRST PLACE: 
Toward Any Shore 
Ryan Schulz 
SECOND PLACE: 
America 
Maria Hoskins 
THIRD PLACE: 
Rainbow the Crippled Clown 
Mark Bane 
ART 
FIRST PLACE: 
Today 1 Wilt 
Naomi Christophel 
SECOND PLACE: 
Red 
Melinda Horsey 
THIRD PLACE: 
Sebastian 
Melinda Horsey 
HONORABLE MENTION: HONORABLE MENTION: 
Untitled Death of an Orange 
Melinda Horsey Kevin Johnson 
TJUDGEST 
POETRY 
Randall Vandermay is an associate professor of English at Westmont College 
in California. He is a contributing editor to The Write Source. Many of his 
poems have been published and he has won numerous awards, among which, 
he was the winner of Taylor's Literature and Christianity Conference held last 
spring. He attended Calvin College, University of Pennsylvania, and the Iowa 
Writer's Workshop. 
PROSE 
Arlene Quarfoot is the Fiction Editor of Good Housekeeping magazine, where 
she has been employed since 1974. She is a native of Michigan and graduated 
from Taylor, as a political science major, in 1972. She was married to her late 
husband for eighteen years and now resides and works in New York. 
ART 
Lester Schwartz was born in Manitowoc, Wisconsin in 1912. He realized his 
passion for art at an early age and took a full scholarship to the Art Institute of 
Chicago. He was awarded the Edward L. Rycrson Traveling Fellowship, and 
traveled through Paris where he had discussions with Pablo Picasso. Over the 
following years he studied at the Imperial Sch(xil of Art in Tokyo, the 
Colarossi Academy in Paris, and the American Academy in Rome. He has 
taught at the Art Institute and the Layton Art School. In 1944 he founded 
the Art department at Ripon college where he was an artist in residence until 
1977. He is currently a professor emeritus of art at Ripon College. 
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K A I T L I N  A L L E N  
OUT OF APATHY 
Kaitlin Allen 
Swirl me as music does 
Rush me up and with a slow trailing stop and start 
hesitate me down; 
Push my emotions 
with a shove that slides me 
A slippery rush on marble floor. 
Encompass me. 
Overwhelm my carefully balanced row of dominoes 
—they were set up to be knocked over 
Start me so I cannot stop 
I want to spin in dark 
stumbling light-headed dark 
with flashes of red and blue and purple. 
K A I T L I N  A L L E N  
T H E  S A D  F A T E  O F  P I C K E D  F L O W E R S  
I'm losing my love for you. 
You have pulled yourself out of the vase 
Now I watch brown petals 
d 
r 
o 
P 
Fresh was a phase long ago 
and now I indifferently 
watch 
you 
crumble 
Such a far off day it was 
that I saw you unfurled purple on a green stem 
and plucked you. 
A day at the lake 
(It was summer and that's when love is supposed to happen) 
-Now it rains and the 
chill of these days 
Numbs my fingers and they are too 
Clumsy 
to grasp the stem, so 
Slimy 
from sitting in my vase's water 
BRIAN W. ARMES 17 
LAYOUT 
Brian W. Armes 
BIFF! 
ZAP! 
BAM! 
POW! 
Turn the page to see 
the carnage. 
Story used to drive 
the heroes 
to save the day. 
Now the dollar and 
the pre-poly-bagged trading card 
and die-cut embossed cover. 
BUY TEN GET THE GOLD ONE FREE! 
Who's good? 
Who's bad? 
Who cares? 
Truth, Justice, and 
THE AMERICAN WAY 
used to mean something. 
Still does. 
Speed lines, splash pages, 
Air brushes, glossy pages, 
option for screens and toys. 
Watch the breasts and watch the blood 
drool and fool 
LittleJohnnyAllowance 
to lay down his 
buck-ninety-five 
for trash. 
Don't read comics. 
They'll rot your brain and slaughter your soul. 
Save the money for the cable bill. 
B R I A N  W .  A R M E S  
T H E  A R T  O F  E N T E R T A I N M E N T  
I once heard something about 
napalm in the morning. 
That was the movies, 
where glamor imitates art 
and life 
and horror 
and war 
exist only in the mind of the audience. 
Sitting silent before Peter Jennings 
he spills 
he dribbles 
he babbles 
truth rolls around his powered face 
and we believe in his war. 
The truth is out there 
and we know the world cannot be good. 
M A R K  B A N E  
L O V E  P O E M  
Mark Bane 
"In  t he  ac t  o f  writing love poems, the poet must love the poem more than the beloved." 
—Stephen Dunn 
i'm starting to recognize your style 
it's closer than sex, 
but not nearly as safe— 
the way you curl your lip 
when you're telling the truth 
the satisfied, poetical arc 
of your brow 
when you say something 
for my benefit 
the fearful symmetry 
of you 
in black and white 
staring up at me 
i want to slide you 
between these naked sheets, 
spill ink upon your silhouette, 
i want to say you 
out loud until 
you are pressed 
like a leaf 
as permanent as 
a stained glass 
serenade 
M A R K  B A N E  
+  THIRD PLACE POETRY-f -
A  N A K E D  T R U T H  
Inspired by Emily Dickinson's "We outgrow love" 
If it's true that we 
Outgrow love, 
Then we are naked indeed— 
What will the angels hand us down 
On that auspicious day, 
When we cast down our well-worn robes 
Like molted snakeskins? 
If it's true— 
Then I know why Adam and Eve 
Were so afraid; there are not 
Fig leaves enough in all the world 
To replace that lost garment— 
As quaint as blood 
As frivolous as a spear in the side. 
M A R K  B A N E  
P O I N T L E S S ,  E X P L O D E D ,  R E L A T I V I S T I C  H E A R T  
My existence is as pointless 
As a pencil with no point— 
The sky is black 
And my heart has exploded 
Like a sick patd— 
Someone fed me too many lies 
And so it expanded, 
It picked the lock on my rib cage 
And landed in the pocket 
Of her baggy jeans. 
And there it sat 
Surrounded by lint, and gum wrappers, 
And spare change, 
As sad, forgotten, and useless 
As any of these. 
Until it began to rain... 
A wet, gooey, exploded heart 
Is a gross thing to have in your pocket, 
So she plucked it out 
And tossed it in the trash— 
One more piece of modern refuse, 
And now I'm inclined to mention 
Cultural relativism 
Not for any good reason 
But because 
1 hate that too. 
M A R K  B A N E  
-f T H I R D  P L A C E  F I C T I O N T 
R A I N B O W ,  T H E  C R I P P L E D  C R O W N  
Rainbow was the only differently-abled professional clown in all of 
Orange County. He was pretty sure that he was the only differently-abled 
clown on the West Coast, but Orange County was what it said in his ad in the 
"Entertainers" section of the yellow pages. He had gotten the advertisement, 
sandwiched between "Engravers-Jewelry" and "Environmental Services" when 
he graduated from Clowning School. 
The ad was Rainbow's primary means of attracting the young, subur­
ban professionals who formed the backbone of his clientele. People like the 
LaPlante's-who had called on him for their son Billy's eighth birthday party. 
"A differently-abled clown! I think it's a great idea," Doctor LaPlante 
had told him over the phone, "You folks can do whatever you set your mind 
to, can't you?" 
When Rainbow arrived at the party, Mrs. LaPlante gushed: "I think it's 
great how you can keep your sense of humor even with your ummm..." Here 
she paused, trying to find the exact word she wanted. Rainbow was pretty sure 
it was "paraplegia." 
"Capabilities," was what she eventually came up with. 
The children at the party, however, were not so easy to fool. They 
stared up at him, sitting Indian-style, fidgeting in their post gift-opening, pre 
cake-and-ice-cream fervor. 
Rainbow wheeled his way to the front of the living room and drew 
some uninfiated balloons from his baggy clown pockets. He huffed and puffed 
them into the shapes of elephants, giraffes, dogs, and cats. The dog and the 
cat were really the same balloon animal-they were only distinguished by color: 
cat pink, dog blue. He handed out the animals to the party goers with a 
professional wink and a robust chuckle. 
The chuckle was really for the benefit of Mrs. LaPlante; he wanted her 
to feel that she was getting her money's worth in clown-related entertainment. 
She was back in the kitchen trying to arrange eight candles evenly around the 
circumference of a store-bought chocolate cake. 
"Happy Birthday Billy," the cake said in green icing letters. 
Rainbow was running out of balloon animals when Mrs. LaPlante 
called all the kids into the TV room to watch a Disney film. The other chil­
dren, excited at the chance to watch someone else's TV, herded into the next 
room. Billy the birthday boy, having already seen both the movie and the TV, 
stayed to talk with Rainbow. 
"How come you're in that wheelchair?" the boy demanded. 
"I dunno, kiddo. Life's funny that way. You want another balloon 
M A R K  B A N E  
animal?" 
"Naw. Balloon animals are boring." 
"You should try making them some time." 
Billy squeezed the toes of Rainbow's big clown shoes. Gingerly at first, 
but then he clamped down with all his eight year-old might. Exhaling in 
frustration, he began poking and slapping at the clown's shins. His flailing fists 
connected with the side of Rainbow's wheelchair with a painful clank. The 
boy drew his hand back in and sucked his fingers. 
"Geez, mister, can't you feel nothing in your legs?" 
"Nope. Not a thing." 
Billy pulled out one of his new birthday gifts. It was a small Swiss Army 
knife, with a blade, scissors, and a multi-purpose tool. At this point, it was the 
blade that seemed most useful to the child's mind. He opened up the knife 
and held it aloft. 
"Not even this?" Billy said, jamming the slim blade into the meat of 
Rainbow's thigh. 
Rainbow looked at the oblong red knife handle protruding from his leg, 
and the red blood welling up beneath it. 
"Not even that, kid." He pulled the knife out and handed it back to 
the boy. 
Billy stared at Rainbow for a moment. 
"How are you supposed to make people laugh if you can't feel noth­
ing?" he asked. 
Before Rainbow could answer, Mrs. LaPlante walked in from the din of 
the TV room. 
"There you are, Billy," she said. "Stop bothering the nice clown and 
come watch your movie. This is your party, you know." 
Billy clacked his knife shut and ran into the TV room. 
Mrs. LaPlante thanked Rainbow for coming and handed him a check 
for fifty dollars. 
"1 guess your work is done here," she said. Either she didn't notice he 
was bleeding, or he wasn't the first guest Billy had stabbed. 
As he left the party, Rainbow thought about what Billy had said to 
him. He had to admit that, for a clown, he didn't have much of a sense of 
humor. Rolling down the steep, rickety, plywood ramp Doctor LaPlante had 
installed over the front steps, he forced a sardonic smile. 
An eye doctor had spent a weekend locked in his garage with his 
power tools to make a way for a clown in a wheelchair to get up the concrete 
steps and into his house so his ten year-old son could stab the clown in the 
leg. There had to be some humor in that somewhere. Maybe something about 
the blind ophthalmologist who picked up his hammer and saw the plank in his 
brother's eye. Rainbow tied one of his clown handkerchiefs around his leg. It 
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would serve until he could get home to his Bactine and Band-Aids. Being a 
differently-abled clown could be a hazardous line of work sometimes. 
Untitled by Michelle Steffes 
AL1SHA J.  BENSON 25 
ECONO LODGE 
Alisha J. Benson 
We have traveled too many miles 
to rest weary feet in 
a purgatory between floor one &. three— 
staying in a numbered room 
not our own. 
We rattle our door chain 
Into place, double bolt 
for the appearance of safety, 
and hide behind threadbare curtains. 
Two mattresses 
akin to real beds, 
camouflaged by jungle print— 
we have traveled too many miles 
not to sleep, 
but we can't rest. 
You stretch 
your tall frame 
in a diagonal 
line, 
feet poking from covers — 
right sock with holes worn 
from driving. 
Outside our door, 
A man's voice, 
booming like a prophet: 
"Where's the light?" 
A L I S H A  J .  B E N S O N  
T H E  R A I N  H A S  S T O P P E D  
(silent pools 
black on the pavement) 
I walk down 
your street again 
My feet are wet 
and I remember 
so long ago 
water 
spilling over shoulders 
moving in circles 
down warm backs 
gushing through toes 
and I am 
running 
with you 
in the rain 
again 
trying to remember the 
Something 
you said that 
made the lightning 
beautiful 
that gave me the courage 
(clasping your hand 
tight so the rain wouldn't 
slip between us) 
to run in the 
deep rain streams 
in the dark 
in the thunder 
Wet feet 
waver 
on curb edge 
balanced 
between 
remembering &. forgetting 
trembling above 
still 
pools 
I walk down 
your street 
A L I S H A  J .  B E N S O N  
P E R S P E C T I V E S  
" N O  C R I B  F O R  A  B E D "  
outside i wait and 
Night 
paints branches black 
presses sunset heavy 
purple and blue are 
deep in earth 
outside i wait and 
Night 
wraps shingles black 
covers house heavy 
one window 
warm remains 
outside i wait and 
Night 
whispers words black 
speaks of travelers heavy 
who pause outside 
looking inside for rest 
A L I S H A  J .  B E N S O N  29 
F O R  C H R I S  
Jelly bellies— 
smooth and sweet 
we sucked them 
shell first dissolving, 
and when we 
reached the center 
we had giggled 
so many stories 
of boys into existence— 
smooth and sweet 
they tasted like sugar. 
"Jason said hi 
to me today." 
You laughed and 
turned very cherry red. 
Into the night 
we entered 
with bright voices, 
sometimes hushed so 
my little brother 
couldn't hear us 
through the keyhole, 
sometimes deafening 
when we forgot we 
weren't alone in 
our world—you and I. 
Into the night 
we dreamed and 
composed our 
own songs— 
adolescent melodies 
about the boy next door. 
Into the night 
we laughed until 
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we turned out 
the light and 
counted lemon 
constellations in the 
glow in the dark stars 
on my ceiling. 
I talked to you 
until my water bed 
rocked you to sleep, 
and your words 
sank with you 
beneath the covers. 
Today I read 
your e-mail message. 
The black type 
on the screen 
told me you 
got engaged on 
Valentine's Day, 
and I wish 
for a jar of 
jelly bellies. 
KATE BRADFORD 
NOBODY THE WOMAN 
Kate Bradford 
Nobody knows 
freedom from 
waistlines 
dragging hips. 
No body. 
No reminder. 
No cage 
for her cries. 
Nobody knows 
no mirrors. 
No sight of 
a body she 
doesn't own. 
Nobody knows 
escape from 
lacy undcrwire 
frames flaunting 
fullness or 
flatness. 
No body 
to hide. 
No body for 
false pride. 
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Parrots by Craig Moore Jr. 
MICHAEL W. BRANDON 
W H I T E  E Y E S  
Michael W. Brandon 
I see them every day-the two old ladies who sit in the lobby of our 
apartment building and play dominoes. They have to be at least seventy-five. 
Everybody in our building is. But something is fascinating about these two 
women. They are sitting in the same place when I leave for school as they are 
when I get home—the round table in the corner next to the cigarette ma­
chine. 
Ever since I moved in with Grandmom Cora, I have been surrounded 
by old people. 1 have stopped inviting friends over to my place. As an eighth 
grader (atop the middle school ladder) it is too embarrassing to let them see 
where I live. I don't mind living with Grandmom; I don't really have a choice. 
I have nowhere else to live. Mom died three months ago—breast cancer. I 
have never met my father. Mom got pregnant when she was eighteen, and he 
left. She was the only one who knew who my father was, and 1 don't even 
want to know. The last day that my mom was alive, I was sitting next to her 
hospital bed and lifting a glass of water to her mouth. After she had swallowed 
back a sip of water, she said to me, "Griffin, do you want to know your daddy s 
name? You can find him when I'm gone." 
"He won't want to see me. He would have found me by now if he did. 
And what's this talk about when you're gone? You've been so strong, mom. 
You're gonna make it." I wish I could have believed those words. The cancer 
had been eating away at her body for eight months. When they found it, it 
was already bad. But she died that night with my hand in her's. 
"I love you, mom." Those were the only words that I could say, be­
cause the tears started flowing so fast, and the lump in my throat was so big I 
couldn't swallow. I stood up beside the hospital bed and kissed my mother s 
forehead. I gave myself a minute or two to cry as hard as I ever have, and then 
I walked out in the hallway to get a nurse. 
After the funeral, my Aunt Patty from Arizona offered to let me come 
and live with her. She is my mom's only sister. She doesn t have any children, 
and she has a spare bedroom in her duplex. But, I wanted to stay in my 
hometown of Kankakee, Illinois and finish high school. 
So, I moved in with Grandmom Cora. I sleep on the pull-out sofa in 
the living room, and I keep my clothes in the hallway closet. Grandmom is 
good to me, but we don't really talk about anything important. She never 
dreamed that one of her own children would die before she did, but I think she 
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has learned to adjust to death over the past few years-she lost two brothers 
and her husband of forty-three years within six months. She can still take 
care of herself. She still drives and plays shuffleboard two times a week. She 
makes my breakfast every morning and dinner every night, and she always 
does my laundry and makes up my bed when 1 leave for school. She says the 
same thing every morning as I walk out the door: "Don't stir up any trouble 
today at school. And be good to your teachers. 1 was a teacher for thirty 
years, and it's not easy!" 
I don't really know what Grandmom does when I'm at school. Rose, 
the lady that lives next door, is GrandmonVs best friend, and 1 think they 
spend a lot of time togther. They go to the grocery and the salon and the mall 
together, and they take walks around the apartment building. But besides 
Rose, Grandmom doesn't really know anyone else in the building that well, 
and I have never seen her speak a word to the two ladies that sit and play 
dominoes. 
Sometimes, when 1 get home from school, 1 will walk up to the second 
story where we live and stare over the bannister at the two women. Both of 
them are fat and love potato salad. They eat that stuff all the time. 1 know 
where they buy it, because the white plastic containers say "Cambridge Deli" 
on the side in pink writing. I know that the deaf one's name is Millie, because 
the black one sometimes yells, "Millie, you the cheatnist cracker I ever 
knowed!" Millie never even knows she's being yelled at. She just takes 
another bite of her potato salad and waits for the black one to take her turn. 
"There ain't no way that you coulda just got that lucky. You just think cuz you 
can't hear nothin' that I'm gonna just let you be! No, ma'am, Miss Millie. 
Not today!" Millie never even looks up at her. 
Today I sat and watched them for almost an hour (by now I know all 
the rules). 1 just figure that they don't know I'm there, because they never 
look up at me. The black one started yelling at Millie again and telling her 
that she was going to have to quit playing with her if she didn't stop hiding 
dominoes in her skirt pocket. They each made a few more plays, when the 
black one, without looking up from their game, said, "I don't know why you 
just sit there for. Why don't you come down an be more sociable?" Those 
words were followed by a moment of silence, and it took me a few seconds to 
realize that she had just spoken to me. Then, there was an uneasiness in my 
stomach. I didn't know what to do. I had never really talked to a black person 
before, and Grandmom always says it is best to just leave them be. 
I'm glad she never looked at me, because I would have been embar­
rassed for her to see how uncomfortable I was; I bet she knew anyway. Even 
after the long moment of silence, she never glanced up to tell me anything 
with her eyes. She just kept on playing, as if she had never uttered a word. I 
thought about pretending that I never heard her and heading back to 
MICHAEL W.  BRA N D O N  
Grandmom's apartment like I had something important to do. But this was 
my chance-the chance to talk to the people that had provided me with a 
little bit of entertainment in a building full of deadbeats. So, 1 swallowed back 
my fear and headed toward the stairs. 
I wasn't smiling when I approached the table, and I didn't initiate any 
conversation. I just walked down the steps, pulled a chair away from an empty 
table, and sat down between the two of them. I had never realized how old 
and worn out the dominoes were; I had never seen them close-up. They had a 
dragon insignia on the back, and some of the white spots were faded away. 1 
sat and watched them in silence with my hands in my lap and my eyes never 
moving from the dominoes on the table. Finally, after an eternity of silence, 
the black one yelled out, "There you go again, you cheatin' ol' ninny! There 
ain't no way you drawed the double blank on the first draw! 1 know you hidin 
them things again. Did you see her, young'un? She done pulled that thing 
outta her lap! I seen it!" 
"I think that's the one she drew," 1 said, looking at the black one's face 
for the first time. The glasses that she wore were enormous, and the bottoms 
of the frame came down and circled around her cheekbones, which were 
painted bright pink with rouge. The lenses were darkened because of the ugly 
hanging lamp dangling over the table, and she had deep purple eye shadow on; 
it matched her purple house dress that looked big enough to be used as a 
bedspread. She had dark spots on her face that reminded me of the ones that 
used to be on the top of my grandfather's bald head. Her lips were large, and 
were not painted like the rest of her face. Her hair sat in medium-sized curls 
on the top of her head and looked thick and wiry like a dog's. 
"Oh, so you gonna come down here and take up on Millie May's side, 
are ya?" She said, and 1 saw her smile for the first time. 
"No, I just think that she's playing fair, that's all." 
"I'm just messin' with your head, young'un." She took a domino out of 
her own stack and placed it strategically in the huge maze of tiles that was 
forming on the table "So, what do your friends call ya?" 
"Griffin. What does Millie call you?" 
"She don't call me nuthin'. She can't talk worth a monkey's hiney!" 
And she smiled again, and let out a satisfied chuckle. 
"I mean, when she talks with her hands, what does she call you?" 
"She do like this," and she showed me each letter individually. 
"G-L-A-D-Y-S. At least, that's what she used to call me. Now that she know 
me better, she made up a motion for me so she don't have to spell it each 
time. Deaf people do that, ya know. So, now she call me this, and she 
grabbed both of her breasts and squeezed them really hard. As soon as she 
did that, I saw that Millie was shaking so hard with laughter that the white 
shawl fell off her left shoulder. 
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I didn't know if 1 was allowed to laugh, so I looked at Millie with a half 
smile and tried to cover up my discomfort. Millie waved at me and grunted 
out what was supposed to be "hello"; the noise she made reminded me of the 
ones that the retarded boy at school makes. I waved back at her and smiled. 
Then I looked at Gladys and said, "Can she hear anything?" 
"Nope. Not a thang. She can read yo lips if you lookin' right at her 
when you talkin', but that's it." 
"How long has she been that way?" 
"Ever since she was born. I known her for twenty-five years, and she 
ain't never heard a word I said!" 
The two women never stopped playing dominoes the whole time that 
my conversation with Gladys was going on. Gladys could talk and play at the 
same time, and Millie didn't even look up unless you made an effort to get her 
attention and talk to her. 
"So, why you live here, young'un?" 
"Oh, it's kind of a long story." 
"Well, you should know that I got all the time in the world. But, if 
you not comfortable, that's O.K." 
"It's not that long of a story, really. My mom died a couple months ago, 
so now 1 live with Grandmom." 
"Just like I guessed," she said, but not so much in a proud tone as a 
sympathetic one. "I'm sorry, young'un." 
"Thanks." I had no idea what to say next. The only thing that came 
to my mind was, "How long have you lived here?" 
"Now that could turn into a long story. I moved into this buildin' the 
first year my type was allowed here-1965. I was a lively fifty-six at the time, 
and I been here ever since." She made another play, and then she said, "Well, 
I guess I done gave away my age now, didn't I?" 
I had already done the math in my head. "Eighty. Wow." 
"What you meanin' by 'wow,' young'un? Old ladies is sensitive about 
age, ya know." At first I couldn't tell if she was serious, but then she flashed 
her big smile at me again. "An' I don't turn eighty till next month." As soon 
as she said this, Millie started grunting and making crazy motions with her 
hands. It startled me so badly that, for some reason, I leaned toward 
Gladys as if she were supposed to protect me. 
"What's wrong? Is she in pain?" I was waiting for Gladys to rush over 
and help her. 
"Naw. She just tellin' me that I dropped one of my dominoes." She 
signed back and spoke to Gladys at the same time, moving her lips slowly. 
"You just settle down, Miss Millie. I was talkin' to the young'un. I ain't no 
cheatin' fool like you is!" Gladys bent down and picked up the domino that 
had fallen down by her left foot. She started to put it back in her line of tiles, 
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when she stopped and said, "I hate this damned piece." As she said this, she 
showed me the domino that she had just picked up; it was the double ones-it 
had two white dots. 
"Why?" 1 asked, starting to feel more comfortable talking to Gladys. 
She motioned to Millie and said, "Hold your breetches for one second, 
Millie. Young'un asked me a question." Millie looked a little fed up; she stood 
up and walked over to the cigarette machine and deposited five quarters into 
it. She pulled the lever, removed the box of menthol cigarettes, and grabbed 
an ash tray off the top of the machine. She returned to the table, took a 
plastic fork from the huge purse at the foot of her chair, removed the lid from 
a container of potato salad that had been sitting on the edge of the table, and 
lit a cigarette. She now had plenty do as Gladys looked me in the eye for the 
first time while talking. "I tell you why I hate this here domino," and she held 
it up again for me to see. "It just look like two white eyes, always starin' at me. 
Just like the day I moved in this place, and the ol' white women was peerin' 
out their windows at me. They acted like they ain't never seen no colored 
woman before, and they sure didn't want one livin' under the same roof as 
them. Seems like white eyes been starin' me down my whole life. I try to be 
good about it and tell myself it's my 'magination, but sometimes it just so bad; 
they just burnin' holes in me sometimes. And 1 wanna tell them that I'm just a 
harmless ol' nigger woman who don't wanna cause no trouble, but they 
wouldn't believe me. They still think I wanna steal their money or start up an 
argument. But that ain't me; I ain't given nobody no reason not to trust me, 
but they still always watchin'." Gladys suddenly lowered her voice way down, 
and I had to lean toward her to hear what she was about to say. "An' ya know 
what, young'un? It be happenin' right now, as we sit here and speak." 
I was confused by this last statement; was she talking about me? Then, 
she got Millie's attention, and started back in on her game with an indifferent 
look on her face. I thought she was angry at me, and I didn't know what I had 
done. Then, I heard a faint cough up above; I looked up and my eyes met 
Grandmom's. I looked at Gladys quickly and saw the smirk on her face, and 
then I looked back up at my grandmother. "Griffin," Grandmom said, "I've got 
some things for you to do. Could you come up here, please, and help your 
Grandmom?" I looked back at Gladys. "I gotta go." 
"I understand, young'un. Us old ladies need help." She looked at me 
and flashed me the biggest smile yet. "You know where I be if you wants to 
join us, and next time I gonna prove that Millie is the cheatin' type, and you 
gonna be on my side!" She turned her attention back to the game, as I stood 
up and walked toward the stairway. 
E R I N  C A R T E R  
U N T I T L E D  
Erin Carter 
it's funny how the smell of vegetarian lasagna 
being reheated in the microwave can make me smile 
suddenly i am in my apartment alone 
laughing to myself at how easy this was 
i didn't even see it coming and if i had i would have 
closed my eyes i don't want to prepare for this 
i just want it to happen 
and it doesn't matter that i have never played 
the game before teach me how i learn quickly 
i hear you laughing your way through the backgammon 
tournament trying to hide your smile when i make the 
same mistake over and over again clearly my mind is not on 
backgammon 
these are games i never wanted to play but without realizing it 
i'm hooked and as you plot strategy it occurs to me 
that it doesn't matter that you like the grateful dead and 
i prefer the smiths and it's not important that when i celebrate 
christmas you are celebrating hannukah and maybe 
someday it will matter that you find nutrition in vegetables and 
i love chicken 
but today is not someday it is only the now 
and i have to eat my lasagna before it gets cold 
U N T I T L E D  
i sit watching you watching me 
curious what am i doing here 
with you can you even see me 
how could you but how could you not 
embrace without touching speak 
but don't say a word 
steady your gaze look at me 
i am 
do you know that i am 
all and nothing i claim to be 
M E E T I N G  I S A B E L L E  
Felicia Case 
Her father gave her to me 
this little unalterable presence 
gazing up at me with his eyes 
The weight of responsibility 
rests lightly in my arms 
Carefully inspecting her face, fingers and toes 
I'm flooded with gratitude and awe 
for her absolute wonderful self and 
she is drifting off to sleep 
oblivious to her own perfection 
Boys on a Tire by Trina Helderman 
F E L I C I A  C A S E  
A N G R Y  B L A C K  P E R S O N  
"I like you...you're not an angry black person..." 
They 
pronounce you angry 
if you disagree with them 
White men 
who rule with their institutions 
with gloved iron fist 
They 
built a facade of diversity 
while hoarding, protecting 
orchestrating the status quo 
1 
was merely window dressing 
appeasing to the eye 
They 
sample ethnicity like 
hors d'oeuvres 
until one leaves a bad taste 
in their mouths 
1 
was easily replaced 
by the next 
flavor of the month. 
Should I be angry? 
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G O D ' S  C H I L D R E N  C R Y  
Ron Cates 
Dark street corner only dims the spirit 
Even the candle's flame has been snuffed. 
The boy's eyes can't adjust to the emptiness 
of the pool of black/the pool of red/ 
a pool of himself. 
Self-respect and dignity have been stolen 
by the hand that pounds his flesh 
into submission. 
He has no chance to retaliate; 
Was he a bad son? 
Exert yourself on him like you're a 
big man/a good father/a drunk father; 
sobering. 
Shout at the pain, 
scream at the shame, 
shiver at the sight of scars that 
can't be erased. 
Erase himself he thinks 
Sometimes he can't take this place, 
has to run away. 
Chemical forgetfulness, a gimmick 
that adds to what he already can't 
stand to look at. 
He wonders if it will ever end or 
must he kill the world to kill his 
hurt? 
S U Z A N N E  C H A M B E R L I N  
I F  Y O U  H A V E  Y O U R  H E A L T H  Y O U  H A V E  E V E R Y T H I N G  
Suzanne Chamberlin 
When you knew it would cost us 
everything you put a price tag on one-stop Christmas's 
and steps that weren't people. You didn't know 
we prized overtime so doors could rest easy on hinges 
and we would walk on carpet instead of egg shells. 
You made eggs feel natural. 
I don't remember dinners with "Pass the butter, please" 
only "sign the papers—I want out" 
but at least we were all sitting down. Now we 
stand for make-your-own dinners with no 
flavor and prayers to the air for our health. 
Because if you have your health you have everything. 
I wore black for I do's when 
you turned two grammas into four, bought another 
house, but not for vacation, packed up my books without 
asking and said time will make it easier. And I want to 
ask why you're giving time your job. 
We've struck it rich with groups who want to whip 
up instant common ground like this is all I am or will be, 
and friends who mistake tiptoeing for understanding. 
And somehow handle with care means me. 
I wonder what I would have been like without 
caretaker in front of my name and smiles that mean you 
don't have to ask because I know it makes you uncomfortable. 
I pack up my room every week into a suitcase 
and wish I didn't have a story to tell, 
and wish you didn't have a story to tell us 
since sorry means sorry I helped myself 
and I love you means not enough to try. 
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SALTY RHETORIC 
I was at peace 
and drank your verdict 
like tonic 
thick and complicated 
Now you've stolen my 
defense 
hidden it under the 
chameleon mask you call truth 
and I'm head-down groping 
for the sinking sun gavel of 
lost chances 
you renigged. 
I bite my tongue 
and it bleeds a subtle 
finger-to-lips warning 
The uncertainty tastes 
like our past 
and 
I'll let you damn me again 
When we are 
you 
and 
me 
not us 
put me to rest softly 
on a mound of roseless vases 
S U Z A N N E C H A M B E R L I N  
L O V E ' S  B E S T S E L L E R  ( 1 , 5 0 0 , 0 0 0  C O P I E S  S O L D )  
You tiprighter, tipsy 
lopsider 
lost society in false allegations of 
making ends meat 
and meeting the ends 
of the world 
I bought your tidy tidbits 
knocked up and watered down 
with manners. Second hand goods sold 
in a first rate package of 12 point 
font 
and italics that make 
your emphasis suspicious. 
Lackluster-bound and formula 
tight. 
I think you owe us a refund. 
S U Z A N N E  C H A M B E R L I N  4 5  
D E F I N E  P O L I T I C S  
Rumor has it they've struck a deal 
over frosted mugs 
diplomats who are drunk on manners 
and closed doors. 
No one minded but 
Tommy's mother 
sleep-struck and harrowed 
by a postcard with stamped regrets 
They charged the shrapnel 
with murder 
let the damned sit high in 
peace palaces tight from reality 
Tommy's mother rocks the stillborn 
medal crusted with brown on green 
convinced the oil prices chould have come 
cheaper without rifles. 
46 [ J E N - H A O  C H E N  
T H E  B A R R I E R  
Jen-Hao Chen 
Gray was the sky 
Lost in the clouds 
That hide the light 
Thunder and lightning 
Combine to fight 
The tranquility of the sky 
Subway by Josh Hawn 
Gray was my heart 
Lost in the dark 
That hides the light 
Guilt and pride 
Combine to fight 
The peace in my heart 
GPVY UF/' 
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W I N T E R  T R E K  
Pam Coulter 
I walk alone, surrounded by the glow 
of washed-out street lamps. Almost noon, but sunlight's 
ghost is shrouded in lead clouds. The snow 
falls, soft as frozen light; its icy bite 
numbs my nose and cheeks. The flakes that melt 
on my hands and feet drip cold into my bones. 
My eyes search the horizon for a shelter 
from the night; I've forgotten which way home. 
I spy a distant campfire — I start 
toward it — and it dies. The dark creeps near. God! give 
me hope, the desperate spark that keeps my heart 
beating against the deadly beauty. To live, 
I cling to faith that Spring will come again 
and grow from snow melted to April rain. 
PAM COULTER 
FLOW 
Time sweeps on 
past has, toward will 
flashing by so fast 
what is that? 
it was—gone now 
relentless 
can't slow 
changing world 
changing me 
fluid 1 am 
every moment becoming 
1 never know 
what 
was 
here, we 
a moment together 
it seems so still— 
see Time running 
tell me 
who you are 
see passed life unfold 
the tapestry 
frozen flow 
this has 
become 
I 
Time sweeps on 
flashing 
what? 
—gone 
now 
L I B B Y  C R A W F O R D  
U N A W A R E  B U R D E N S  
Libby Crawford 
Her perfume is plucked with needle and thread 
upon a jasmine bouquet 
Her beauty brushed and dotted 
upon her features 
Her status hangs in bangles, upon gaudy ears 
ankles, throat and toes 
Her picture is painted with delicate frame and slender arms 
Her burden is the lady-child she bears in the womb 
Her fame and fortune is ripe 
with the son conceived for life's games 
The scars she feels by blow of her gods, 
and with unabandoned fear, 
she breaks her heart for the goddess appeased. 
H A N N A H  M A R I E  D A I N T Y  
S U N D A Y  N I G H T  
Hannah Marie Dainty 
"Bitter am I." says the wind. 
And you (or a supposition) 
seem so illusive to me. 
I reach out to touch the fibers of 
your rough face; it feels like sandpaper 
"When did you start growing 
hair there?" I ask, speaking only with my 
smile. 
The dim essence of the street lights 
makes our skin glow. 
His hands arc bigger 
than my hands 
and the world is as ashes, 
about to blow away. 
R A N D Y  D I L L I N G E R  5 1  
M E M O R Y  O F  A  S I R E N  
Randy Dillinger 
tall dark cedar ceiling 
sorrow underfoot and rime 
less bygone mama suckling 
blissbaby barebottom 
joybundle... 
daddy, 
long day 
night mare 
strugglesleep 
bloody sheet box 
car light wheel spin 
cycle ekg mrg cat burning 
tall dark cedars and tomorrow 
creaking sorrow 
underfoot. 
R A N D Y  D I L L I N G E R  
W A K E  U P  C A L L  
deadbeat beat red again, 
and again the bold light 
only brain bleeding 
voices of creatures 
who have spoken in tongues 
to all the cussing Balaam's 
outside, and outside the 
city reeking of red blood money 
and street sweeping petrol 
guzzling gas giants rolling 
cigarettes and hocking 
loogies down there, but up 
there you wear your censors 
like a tie and cry damnation 
to this side and that of 
your deadlock door 
yes, this side and that of your 
one hundred percent whole 
wheat good for you piece 
of breadbox bliss 
K A R I N  D U R T S C H E  
C U L I N A R Y  M O N E T  
Karin Durtsche 
Dash of indigo 
Mixed with strokes of spring green, 
Flakes of marigold 
Swirl into focus. 
A pinch of a French summer, 
Aroma of white lilies, 
Garnished by the waving reeds 
Splashed along a stream. 
Ornamented 
By an arched bridge. 
Untitled by Vincent Manganello 
D E R E K  F I S H E R  
OLD FATHER 
Derek Fisher 
"Old father of the horrible brule whose/wedding cake has finally collapsed, 
you spoke the truth that doesn't set us free." 
—Ode to Karl Marx, John Forbes 
Karl, unlike your humorous 
namesake with the falling ducks 
you did not amuse 
words like glittering sewage 
spouted from your lips 
gleaming with pretentious certainty 
they smothered the east in blood 
lies like radioactive butterflies 
soared from your tongue 
attractive but unavoidably deadly 
they contaminated minds with hatred 
for a time the world watched in fear 
as madness reigned and rockets bristled 
with enough malice to destroy 
the globe six times over 
people scurried about their business 
watching the sky and digging in the earth 
preparing to wrap themselves in a pre-made coffin 
should the fires be unleashed 
but the winds of the years 
have eroded away the wall of concrete 
and blown back the curtain of ideology 
(we buried our heads in debt) 
when clearer heads reign (if ever they do) 
it will be admitted 
that if the world had dissolved 
in a fury of stupidity and stubbornness 
both sides would have been at fault 
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D E A T H  O F  T H E  I M A G I N A T I O N  
This room doesn't hold my fascination 
the way it did. It was full 
of books that boys loved. 
I remember you sat 
in that chair, me on your lap 
and read of knights and 
bridges to imaginary kingdoms. 
The dust is everywhere, like 
the god of this room. 
I sit and watch it dance 
in the sunbeam and wonder 
when I will join you. 
Which ages first, body or spirit? 
Will my heart decay before 
my hands constrict? 
Will I stop taking the bridge to Terebethia, 
journey's in search of the Ring, 
or trips through the wardrobe? 
Mother, that is the death I fear. 
Not the stopping of the heart 
but languishing in a world dusty with age 
not permitting myself the escape, 
not of death, but of the imagination. 
D E R E K  F I S H E R  
A  B L I N D  M A N ' S  L O V E  P O E M  
I loved the smell of you 
the wild flowers in your hair, 
the forest of your neck. 
I loved the sound of you 
your laughter like rain gently falling 
your voice like a violin playing. 
1 loved the feel of you, 
the silk of your cheek, 
the rose petals of your lips. 
I loved the smell of you, 
I hope God loved it too, 
when you were offered 
up in the fury of motor oil, 
spilled beer, and car exhaust, 
when you were offered up 
like sweet incense. 
I loved the smell of you, 
but 1 lost my senses. 
D E R E K  F I S H E R  
S I M P L E  T H I N G S  
The Jeep hits a pothole and my thoughts skip a beat. The newspaper 
wants a human interest story and so here I am heading to the middle of no­
where to find an old hermit. Supposedly he used to be somebody, but that's 
yesterday's news. I hate human interest stories but when the boss says jump, I 
ask "How high?" 
I turn off the well traveled four-lane highway and onto a two-lane road. 
My Jeep and I are quickly alone with the cold. The mountains here are 
beautiful, but forbidding. My thoughts wander to the events of the day; the 
news of my promotion, my fight with my wife, the old lady I almost hit with my 
car. Suddenly, I realize that I am dreading this interview. For whatever reason, 
the thought of talking to some poor hermit fills me with dread. The cold cuts 
through my snug Jeep, causing me to shiver. At least, I think it was the cold. 
Almost before I realize what I am doing, 1 stop the Jeep in a driveway. I 
am about turn around and go home when I realize how foolish 1 am acting. I 
turn the heater to high, gather my coat around me, and steel myself for the 
upcoming interview. "What is it that I'm afraid of?" I ask, half under my 
breath. "I'll do the interview, go home, eat a steak and drink some wine. It's 
no big deal," I try to convince myself. Some part of me doesn't believe my 
reassurances, but a newspaper man's got to do what a newspaper man's got to 
do. 
I turn the Jeep back onto the road and head toward the address I was 
given. The sooner I get there, the sooner I'll be done. A half hour later, 
civilization has been left far behind. The snow creates a white blanket over 
the world broken only by the gray sky. A gravel road winds up the side of a 
hill. I turn the Jeep up the road, grateful for four wheel drive. Why would 
someone choose to live out here? 
A few hair-raising minutes later, the gravel track comes to an end. A 
small shack cowers on the summit of the hill as the cold wind whips the snow 
through this barren place. I park the Jeep, zip up my coat, and open the door. 
The cold wind cuts into my face. The snow crunches under my boots as I 
leave my Jeep and trudge up towards the pitiful building. I've come this far; 
what am I going to find? Thrusting the question out of my head, I continue 
to my destination. I reach the door of the hovel and ease it open. 
D E R E K  F I S H E R  
Inside, I see a dirty, wrinkled man on a three-legged stool, leaning 
down to slurp ham and beans from a plastic spoon. I cringe upon seeing this 
ancient man. His red flannel shirt and frayed jeans fight a losing battle 
against the cold. He sees me an motions me to come inside. 1 step inside the 
hovel, knocking the snow off my boots. I'm chilled even with thick jacket, I 
don't know how he can stand it. 
The man turns towards me, revealing kind deep blue eyes. I introduce 
myself. "Hi. I'm from the Herald. I'd like to ask you some questions for a 
story we are working on. Would that be okay with you?" The man smiles and 
nods, motioning for me to take a seat on a rough wooden stool. He replaces 
his spoon in the chipped bowl and begins speak. Without waiting for my 
questions, he begins to tell of his life. 
I take notes dutifully but I am distracted by the cold. He tells me of his 
rise from poverty to greatness, and then his fall to disgrace. Now he sits, old 
and forgotten huddled in this crude shelter, eating ham and beans. Call me 
cynical or hard-hearted, but it didn't impress me much. Well, I've heard this 
story before. My boss only said to get the story; he didn't say 1 had to like it. 
I thank the old man stand and leave. Just then, a picture of a small 
boy catches my eye. It seems out of place, alone on an otherwise barren wall. 
I walk towards the picture and read a name beneath it; Jose Delio Pita. My 
inquisitiveness has been peaked. I turn to face the old man, but he already 
knows my question. 
"That's the child I support in the Dominican Republic. Jose's almost 
fifteen now. I've been sendin' him money every month for ten years," the old 
man says. 
In spite of myself, my mouth hangs open. I stare first the man and then 
the boy as thoughts of disbelief run through my mind. How could this man 
give money to charity? I am unable to answer my question, and unwilling to 
ask. 
As if he could read my mind, the old man responds, "I told you that 
for many years I was very rich. During those years I had money to spare and 
didn't give a cent away. I was so busy with wanting more that I forgot about 
those who were needing." 
He pauses, looks around at his shack, and continues. "You think that 
I am poor. Well, maybe I am. But I have a roof over me, a place to lay my 
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head, and food to eat. There are folks out there who have none of these 
simple things." 
As I leave, stunned, all I can do is mumble, "Thanks for the interview." 
I walk out to the Jeep, oblivious of the cold outside, numbed by the cold I feel 
inside. Turning the Jeep around, I head for the open road. Some part of me 
drives while I sit and think of what I will write, what I will do. The heater 
warms the car but not my soul. 
I'm back in civilization now. The comfortable, impersonal feel of the 
high-rise buildings surrounds me. The main road home is blocked by con­
struction, so I take another route. My mind plays a slide show that I cannot 
stop. Slides of my three-bedroom home, my Jeep, my designer suits, and my 
gold watch alternate with newsroom footage of children with swollen bellies 
and families living on garbage heaps. As much as I want to stop the sights, I 
cannot. 
On my way to my three-bedroom home, I stop at a thrift store taking 
donations. I leave the Jeep and approach a woman beside a table. "What can 
you use?" the words stumble out of my mouth before I realize what I am 
saying. 
She looks at me and smiles and begins to recite her list. "We can use 
almost anything, but most of all we need warm jackets, blankets, and canned 
goods." 
I return to the Jeep and remove the blanket stored in the trunk. Back 
in the store, I hand the woman the blanket and remove my winter jacket. She 
gives me another smile and says, "Thank you. You don't know how much we 
need these simple things. If everyone would just live more simply, then fewer 
people would have to suffer." 
I return to my Jeep, warm even without my jacket, and drive toward 
the grocery store to buy some ham and beans. 
+ -f + 
"And that, sir, is what changed my life. For the last thirty years, I've 
lived a simple life, here in my simple home, with my simple things. I have all I 
need. How can I forget those who are still needy?" 
The young reporter's eyes show disbelief. He finishes his notes and 
turns to leave. As he reaches the door, he can only mumble, "Thanks for the 
interview." 
K A T H E R I N E  F O R B E S  
P I L E  O F  S N O W  
Katherine Forbes 
Tonight I ate Heaven. 
It fell towards me in ashes. 
So I stuck out my tongue 
as a child does in secret 
to a cursed enemy 
And Heaven came to me 
tasting of fire and salt; 
falling from the abyss of night 
Here fell precious jewels 
And there on my sleeve 
was a pieve of the crystal lake 
I looked up and saw 
remnants of a golden road, 
and the place from whence it fell 
is now black and empty 
I closed my eyes as heavenly bits 
whiped acorss my upturned face 
and whispered angel-secrets to open ears. 
Heaven has come to earth 
So earth must come to Heaven 
SARAH GAMBLE 
M A R I A  C A L D E R O N E  H A S  D A R K E R  S K I N  T H A N  M E  
Sarah Gamble 
Who wants to be that little girl? 
The one who has the silky hair 
and pink, pink clothes 
and lipstick on—I think. 
Know her? 
I should tell. 
Watch Mr. Green wipe it off 
with toilet paper—on her lips. 
Thin lips, not like mine. 
But then, I'm sure 
she would never 
ask me 
to be the cleaning lady. 
Whenever we go outside and 
decide to play 
House. 
J I L L  G R A P E R  
U N T I T L E D  
Jill Graper 
only small faces and shallow veins 
risk love's touch 
as recklessly as the rain 
dangles 
her children 
towards this window 
which has 
seen 
it 
all 
before 
Notre Dame by Noel Powell 
M ARIA H OSKINS 
-{-SECOND PLACE FICTION-F 
A M E R I C A  
Maria Hoskins 
I work at a college bookstore; I draw a picture on a man's receipt. 
"This is South America." 
"No. That is India." 
The man is from Columbia. Where's Columbia? He points. 
"South of New Delhi, where the coffee beans come from." 
Today our manager has told us not to think. 
"Don't think." 
Just toss. We arc tossing books into the dumpster, old book, Russian books 
no one understands. My co-worker kicks a bottle. 
"We're going straight to hell for this." 
Later we sort cap and gown orders for graduation. Chinese names— so 
many Changs they get a separate box. Associate's, Bachelor's, Ph.D.'s, and 
the Changs. I try on the hat in the mirror of a display; too big. 1 work the 
price gun till close. 
The evening news is insulting. Tom Brokaw says we're getting dumber 
and test scores must come up if America's youth will compete in the Asian 
market, or anywhere else. My ramen is cold and I feel sick. Like having lost 
something or forgotten something, or come too late. 
I can't sleep. It's not just the books. I get up to make coffee and won­
der where my beans came from, if they taste better in new Delhi, or China. 
Someday I want to go there and find out. But this is a good job, and I have 
the Discovery Channel, and Mr.Wong's delivers to my door. 
SARAH KAISER 
C O M I N G  H O M E  I I  
Sarah Kaiser 
"We must all go home again—in reality or memory. 
When we don't, our lives lose their structure." 
—Ardis Whitman 
As a rebellious teenager 
denying her heritage 
cutting off her roots 
I used to frown at the sight of you 
and cringe at the sense of you 
wishing myself far away 
The leaves on your trees looked so grey 
your smiles tired 
your speech cold and rude 
to this stranger in her own home 
So I left you, no tears shed 
with a whistle and a smile 
kept my citizenship on paper 
and became a denizen of foreign places 
left my traces all around 
and saw unfamiliar faces 
strangely exotic at first 
until I discovered 
that I missed myself in them 
Leaving little pieces of me here and there 
I became unraveled 
while you knew me like no other 
Then I came back for a visit 
and saw you 
were strong and could do just fine without me 
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And I soaked you in 
the smell of you 
fumes and noise 
the cries of children in my ears 
fire sirens 
piercing stares 
snotty replies 
he honest, raw love 
I've missed you 
I'm coming home 
L I F E  O N  T H E  E D G E  
Designer jeans 
racing bike 
$50 make-up 
We are bored 
out of our pants 
so we create 
our own life 
on the edge 
Just to find ways 
to save ourselves 
from falling 
off 
Sometimes we slip 
S A R A H  K A I S E R  
ME T A M O R P H O S I S  
1. 
i am stuck 
like honey 
to the shadows 
that whisper at night and scheme 
i am stuck 
like old gum turned grey— 
a recurring dream 
2. 
i descend 
for what goes up must come down 
there are always tears 
after ascension 
step 
by 
step 
i am drawn back 
the pull of gravity too strong 
and the road ahead too steep 
i come back down 
3. 
i take a trip 
to get away, 
see new lands 
touch new skin 
and hands 
i take a trip 
new skin and hands 
become old quick— 
i still stick 
4. 
on this island lives a bird 
that can't help but sing 
it spreads its wings 
and takes off— 
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floats, soars, gently glides 
rides on the air, 
its friend 
it bends down but never touches ground 
merely spirals upward again 
5. 
i feed on a word 
Helplessly bent 
On journeying elsewhere 
Painful the waiting now 
Effortless the take-off then 
i feed on a word 
that nourishes my arms 
thins and stretches my bones 
turning tiny hairs into plumes— 
softer and longer and shiny 
colorful 
and i grow, 
still stuck 
still descending 
but my feet lose some of their clumsiness 
i descend more slowly, and 
skip and hop every now and then— 
it becomes easier 
with less and less to feed on 
just one word 
fishy 
but i am learning to peck 
6. 
i stumble down these stairs 
gravity eager to have me for lunch 
but i have a well-founded hunch 
—have been feeding on a word— 
that time is moving 
not back but forward 
one ally in the battle against gravity 
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7. 
in the power of time 
lies mine— 
the word that transforms 
until 
what goes up never returns 
until stairs and shadows and sticky things 
cease— 
8. 
i fly away 
Untitled by Jamie Fritz 
C A R O L  K A U F F M A N  
R E S P O N S E  T O  B A B Y  J A N E ' S  C O N F I D E N C E  
Carol Kauffman 
My ashen love 
whose fine hair splits 
the seam of your head 
Whose face shingles in angles 
dishonest, a private person 
flicking your hair like ashes 
speaking in round words 
of dampness beside 
the laundromat change machine 
where do you come from? What dark 
room presses? Which lucky charm 
do you swallow? 
Passing time in full ashtrays 
your feathered friends litanize 
their scabs and burn 
outs. My ashy love, 
skin scenting iron and hard things 
scar seaming elbow to armpit 
from when you fought 
and lost (though not your limb) 
Your clothes toss; your man has come 
to wait by the candy machine. 
C A R O L  K A U F F M A N  
R U B Y  Q U E E N  
Leaves, you see, drift 
blindly onto project lawns, project asphalt. 
The air is clear. Ladies wait on stoops, nodding 
to other ladies and waiting. Old men 
shirtless, shift easily in the morning sun. 
You knock on Ruby's door, enter 
consecrated darkness, hands pinked 
from plastic food sacks. She receives you well. 
Her orange chair perches; she toggles a grandson 
in her large hands. A roach sketches the wall. 
"1 was a prisoner in that room," she gestures 
(walnut knuckles, stained and black). 
"Do you know it is a wonderful thing 
(softly, a cadence) 
to see Jesus? 1 looked up 
and saw him, as close as this ceiling." Her eyes turn 
up, palms receiving. "Isn't he beautiful 
all blue and red. Can't you see him?" 
CAROL KAUFFMAN 
i SECOND PLACE POETRYT 
S T A T U E  A T  P A L A N G A ,  L I T H U A N I A  
J urate <Si Kastytis are so twined 
so desecrated by our cameras and careless verbage, 
how we clasp their curves and mug for the photos. 
I am sick to see it. 
The drained fountain, the heavy embrace 
(heavy like the thoughts of Baits and the sun on winter days, so slug­
gish that it barely rises and slips again below the sky's rim) 
legs rising slowly like legends 
each rind and layer thicker than our wool-sodden fists 
that pass over their passion— 
a slow spiral of metal 
body whose legs belong to both 
lips dripping with kiss 
and uncompleted words and things that must go on, 
even that night in the dark by the sea when we are gone. 
T H E  T R A I N  R O B B E R Y  
How about that girl slumped upright 
napping in her plastic seat 
while the Algerian men force 
their hands in their pockets 
and lurch through the train 
How about those Algerians 
How about the madness 
French police cuff civilly 
snobbishly 
without wrinkling 
The train sluices coolly 
through night Alps 
C A R O L  K A U F F M A N  
W H E N  W E  K N E W  W H A T  C A M E  N E X T  
I walk in late on Thursday night, just a toothbrush and underwear and 
the rest can stay in the car until morning. Janice, my mother, has left a house 
key on the bar, and I step over to examine it under the buzzing light. I pull out 
a stool and pour a bowl of cereal and pretty soon I hear the bed springs 
squeak, Dad snuffling, then snoring again, and she is padding along the hall 
and down the steps. In a mint green nightie, her hair escaping like a wire 
brush. She hangs around the railing, squinting at me under the fluorescent 
light. We talk for a few minutes before I climb the stairs and into bed. 
4~ 4~ 4~ 
When she smiles she shows her silver fillings. I walk downstairs in the 
morning and I ask her why she puts Post-It notes all over the kitchen; the 
whole room is buried beneath yellow sticky notes, is it some kind of game? 
And then she doesn't smile but turns and shakes her head and goes to put 
some laundry in the dryer. 
I peel an orange over the sink, and I notice that the off-white Formica 
behind the faucet is cracking. She has tried to hide the fissures with pearl-
white nail polish. I suck the orange, its fibers catching in my teeth, and look 
out the window toward the garden. My mother is a woman who likes squash 
and grew peppers and tomatoes until a few years ago, but now the garden is 
untilled and fallow and mown unevenly. 
I hear her walk in behind me and I ask her about the garden, why we 
don't have baby onions and fat tomatoes anymore? And her face moves and 
she laughs and says, "Well, Meredith, if you want to drive in from Kentucky 
every week and weed it, maybe we'll have some this year." 
When we lived in Granville and we hoed potatoes or cherry tomatoes to earn 
a trip to the pool, and she came out to look at our rows and the dirt crumpled 
through her white plastic sandals. When we got in the car and made her laugh and 
rolled down the windows and she said no cannonballs, no cussing, and how much did 
Fire Stix cost, a quarter? 
4~ 4~ 4~ 
She has cleaned my room and put towels out for me. She has put a 
new picture on the wall. I shower and then fling my wet hair back, crashing 
down the stairs. I am always leaving, even when I am coming, and she is 
saying, just as she has always said, "Where are you going? Back in time for 
dinner?" without saying, why are you always leaving? I see the muscles and 
bones in her face working, the pulling downward, and I grab my keys from the 
bar, banging the door behind me. 
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When I used to bang pots and skillets and wear coffee filter hats. She was 
vacuuming the den and I was making toddler noise, just the two of us filling our 
worlds with sound. When she turned off the sweeper and came into the kitchen and 
laughed and put the gum and Chapstick and dollar bills back into her purse and 
stacked the pots onto the shelf. When she said, "What's for lunch?" and I said, 
"Lunch!" and she knew it meant grape jelly, creamy peanut butter, white bread, 
apple rockers, and we were together in our own world and I never left. 
+ ~t~ ~f" 
The family sits down to dinner and the lasagna is in a tinfoil pan and I 
say, "Good lasagna," and she laughs and pokes me in the side and says, 
"Thanks. I bought it myself. Sure is handy," and I wonder when it was she 
started making frozen foods. 
Laughing. I can't catch why she's laughing and I want to, because I'm 
pretty sure there's no reason for laughing, but I don't quite have the heart or 
the guts to say, "There's nothing to laugh at here." Because then her face 
might start to melt and how could I have said something like that? And she 
will start to cry and say, "Just try, all right? Just try." And so I don't say any­
thing; I just watch her laughing and all the bones and muscles tugging down­
ward through her flesh. 
When I ran and ran and ran, so far through the bare, clodded field behind 
our house that the neighbor lady, watching out her window, called Mom. When she 
said, Just try, all right? Just try. Why do you want to run away? Remember when 
your brother ran away, got only to the train tracks and thank God he wasn't hurt. 
He came back home for dinner. 
I get up from the table, carry my plate into the kitchen, set it down and 
turn. She has followed me and she is watching. "Can you load the dish­
washer?" but I can't because I—can't, and I see her eyes close up and her face 
start working again. And so I turn around again and grab a plate and shove it 
into the dishwasher and I do. 
When she convinced Dad to invite people over, and she served ice with tongs, 
and homemade pizzas. When she played Rook, and drank in the company, and 
laughed open-mouthed, her silver fillings showing. When all the guests left and she 
stood at the sink by the open window and washed tea glasses and relish trays. 
-h 
The Easter cantata sits down behind a bank of lilies, and the congrega­
tion rises. Hymn 148, "Morning Has Broken." Standing between Dad and 
me, she joins with a thin, high pitch. I sing and listen and wonder does my 
voice sound like her, like a broken reed, like her? Second verse, I look at her, 
and she glances over, breathy soprano, still singing, but there is something, 
what is it in her eyes? 
When I laid my head against her stomach and she sang and I listened to the 
music inside her and the blood gushing through her body, the rhythm of her lungs. 
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And when the preacher started and she was quiet and 1 fell asleep, legs sprawled 
down the bench. 
We sit again and Pastor Jim comes to the pulpit. He is sixty-ish, 
respectable, and so we settle in. I glance at her again and her face looks flat, 
and from this side, her mouth is drawn in a downward curve. Lines feather 
outward to her cheeks. She is apathetic, forgetting what it means not to sit in 
this pew, on this square of carpet, listening to this respectable man. Her hands 
betray her, working out restlessness in little picks and taps. 
"h + + 
We are putting dishes away, salad bowls here, knives here, ladles here, 
and 1 say, why do you have to save so many whipped topping containers? A 
thousand leftover meals wouldn't fill them all. And she says, smiling, "Well, 
what's it to you if I want to save whipped topping containers?" and she's right; 
what's it to me? 
When we used to go to Grandma's house, and watch her pull saltines out of 
the oven, and save twisties and plastic baggies, and chew the gristle right off a 
chicken bone. When Mom would shake her head but whisper, scrape your plate. 
4~ 4" "f" 
Late in the afternoon I go to my room and start throwing things in my 
suitcase. Don t get me wrong, I say to myself, I love her. I love her so much. I 
pause, holding a sock, and look out my window. Dad is bending over a little fir 
tree in the yard, carefully tamping the mulch around its base. 
She comes and stands at the door and I turn. Do I want a sandwich 
for the drive? Turkey, lettuce, mustard? I'm searching for a shoe. Meredith, 
when will you organize yourself? Then I find it, toss it in, and still she's stand­
ing there. I look at her; she is wearing pink sweat pants and her hair bobs in a 
white cloud. I look into her eyes and suddenly I think, do I know her? and she 
turns toward the stairs, down to the kitchen, to make me a sandwich for the 
drive home. 
When we ate peanut butter and jelly and never left and always stayed and 
ate Fire Stix and oven-warm saltines and laughed with our mouths wide open and 
we always knew what came next. 
I squeeze my suitcase shut and pull it downstairs, wheels bumping. She 
has made me a sandwich, placed it in a baggie, and set it on the counter. "It 
was nice having you home," she says and reaches for a hug. I hug her too, and 
it is like a fragile bird holding me. I pick up the sandwich, then fish in my 
pocket for the house key. I lay it carefully on the bar. 
A M A N D A  K N I G H T  
F R O M  T H E  B O Y  W I T H  T H E  L O P S I D E D  G R I N  
Amanda Knight 
This flower is for the girl I love. 
A daisy, but not that it matters. 
To her it is just another gift, 
Just another thing. 
This flower is a gift of gratitude, 
but not that I will tell her so. 
She will just read into it what she wants, 
take what she wants and discard the rest, 
As she does with the music she screams along with, 
the advice of her thousand closest girlfriends, 
the father's words she pretends to ignore, 
and the verses of a boy who loves her. 
Venus by Jamie Fritz 
A U D R E Y  J O Y  L I L J E S T R A N D  
I  N C O M  P L -
Audrey Joy Liljestrand 
We want to finish what we start, but this is hard to ach-
eve runs into morning in a fl­
ashes to ashes, dust to 
dust the piano, put cloths a-
weigh yourself, go for a 
run things by your-
self-esteem, whatever makes you hap-
be all that you can 
believe in your count-
rewrite list of things to 
do what is in your own int-
rest, how much longer will we 
last thing on my 
mind your own busin-
escape expectations, follow your own 
will our thoughts ever be compl-
R A C H E L  M A R T I N  
F I R E F L I E S  
Rachel Martin 
Shadows flitter, 
stealthy footsteps scamper through the grass. 
The search begins. 
Laughter and shrieks. 
Spinning children 
chase .elusive lights and thoughts 
of bedrooms lit by sparks of night. 
And the bemused adults sitting on the terrace 
remember their dead summer dreams 
cast off as childhood pursuits, 
left in jars and bug boxes 
almost forgotten on now rotting porches. 
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TETAH 
Angie Mazakis 
I try to arrange 
Wanting chapters, sparingly recited 
They scatter like debris 
From concrete layers 
Of your old apartment building 
Remnants lay 
In the streets that have paved my path, 
The streets you traded 
For the hallmark of liberty 
And then never walked them again. 
Chapter 42 
You manage to arrange 
Six pair of naked feet 
At an otherwise uneventful hour of the night 
Haifa spits you out a refugee 
And coughs up blood that covers familiar faces 
Lying in the streets you flee. 
My father is six. 
His ears, unacquainted with the language 
In which he speaks to me now, 
Instead hear the cutting vernacular of warfare 
And the decrescendo of its intimacy 
With once familiar walls. 
Chapter 46 
My young father steals mangos 
From the neighbor's tree in Beirut. 
I only know mangos 
From bottled imported juice. 
I peel off the bright label written in English 
As you remember how your reprimand followed 
In a language I would not have understood. 
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I lick the sticky juice from my bottom lip 
And taste the sun-warmed Mediterranean 
That I can see in your eyes. 
It used to wrinkle his skin. 
Chapter 70 
He absorbs your tears once again 
Through a phone he holds 
Oceans from you. 
It is raining there again— 
Blood and bombshells. 
I walk outside to smell the stale warmth 
Of moistened leaves 
Now greener. 
Lifeless worms appear 
Without effort 
Strewn on the driveway. 
Chapter 82 
I sit with you when you have cried for my help. 
You are in pain, still 
Even in this land, 
Where flammable houses have front yards. 
I sit afterwards thinking of what I should say 
From our limited collection of common words 
And missing paragraphs and full chapters of your life 
Knowing my time to breathe in your hospital smell 
With the mystery of you 
Aches like your bones 
When you feel the rain there. 
Epilogue 
My father in his best suit 
Kissed your pale skin 
And said "finish" in your first language 
And buried you where you spoke less fluently. 
Laments lingered for you in a language I couldn't understand 
But I cried for you in broken Arabic. 
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W H E N  T H E S E  T H I N G S  B E G I N  T O  C O M E  T O  P A S S  
"...where is the promise of His coming?" 2 Peter 3:4 
The temple, plaster-ready for completion 
A young mother, her head veiled and bowed in prayer 
She has fallen in love with time 
And prays hastily for the hungry 
She believes that she is hoarding the final brick. 
A student's eyes buried 
In bar-code revelations 
In the grocery store his meat scans prophecy 
And is spoiled in his fruitless waiting 
He clumsily allows holy words to slip 
Between the wrong upright lines. 
The masses, the theologians, 
Have gone back through Gomorrah 
With a pick-axe 
Digging tirelessly for all the apocalyptic metaphors 
They can gather 
Replacing them with their talents, discretely in the cracks 
So that His lands in the East 
Are nearly divided 
And their sorrows have just begun. 
He has worked all the signs 
Into a slot on the evening news. 
Though He seems to have misfigured His calculations 
Eastern against Standard time 
And surely in His numbering of the faithful 
He measures the days by the evenings and the mornings. 
Blood-red moon in a sling-shot 
Pulled back— 
Stealing into the sky 
Like a thief 
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Will it be suspended 
Wounding the night, 
The stars burning in their eyes 
Before they lift up their heads 
And look up? 
Transformation by Sally Solak 
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[ U N T I T L E D ]  
Beth McKinney 
"The Bustle in a House 
The Morning after Death 
Is solemnest of industries 
Enacted upon Earth" 
—Emily Dickinson 
And who can tell if it is life's 
Greatest cruelty, 
Or its greatest hope, 
That in the face of supreme Heartache, 
Tragedy and Upheavals, 
Life goes on oblivious. 
Saving obscenity that one still hungers, 
Requires sleep, showers, 
Wall Street doesn't take the day off 
Like a slap in the face 
Forcing you also to move on, 
To be normal 
When you can not be. 
K E R E N  M C P H E A R S O N  
T W O - S T E P  I G N O R A N C E  
Keren McPhearson 
Bald 
Untidied 
Man 
picks through papers 
tears into bread 
moves, swaggers, tumbles 
through 
alleyways of littered 
dredge 
glances at the doorway 
smelling warmth within 
along to the 
palace world 
of park bench bed 
wakes in the morning 
calmly aware 
of hunger pains and hangover 
and 
You 
Unconsciously 
Prancing 
Past 
In 
Extravagance 
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B R E A K  N O T  T H E  P O E T ' S  H E A R T  
Dinty J. Musk Jr. 
Break not the poet's heart, my love, 
Cast it not forever asunder. 
For I am the poet, and my love runneth deep, 
As an ocean that pulleth me under. 
All that I ask is thy heart, my love, 
Your affection my only request. 
I long for the touch of your fingertips, 
As my weary soul craveth a rest. 
What is the way to your heart, my love? 
Shall thine infinite eyes e'er reveal? 
I pray thou would'st keep me inside it, 
Set in thy heart as a seal. 
Our love will stay dear in my heart, my love, 
To you I shall ever be true. 
My offer is not worthy of such beauty, 
But to love thee is all I can do. 
Break not the poet's heart, my love, 
I beg thee to hold it as dear. 
And let us fulfill every dream, my love, 
Before all of our days disappear. 
Oh, how our time waneth fast, my love! 
This world is such a temporal place. 
In thy dreams we have yet many lifetimes, 
If thou wishest me thy dreams to embrace. 
But a dream may be all I have left, my love, 
As my time to depart thee draws near. 
Till the darkness gives way to the 'morrow, 
And the way to thy heart cometh clear. 
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M R S .  H A R T L E Y  G I L M O R E  G O E S  T O  L U N C H  
Sarah E. Nachtigal 
Hartley Gilmore had been meeting his mother for lunch every other 
week since Hartley Gilmore, Sr. had passed away. Four years of calling on 
Monday nights to ask where she would like to eat. "Oh, anywhere is fine with 
me," she cooed each time. "As long as they have a reasonable menu ... you 
know my sensitive stomach." 
Yes, Hartley knew his mother's sensitive stomach, and each time made 
several suggestions of nice restaurants in the city. "Oh, I'm not picky," his 
mother would assure him, "Anywhere will be fine. But... do remember my 
stomach, dear." 
Four years of Tuesday lunches at Lansky's Cafe on the corner of 18th 
and Main. They arranged to meet at noon, and Hartley always arrived at 
11:55. Without fail his mother would be standing on the bottom step of 
Lansky's Cafe, clasping her handbag and watching the streets with tight lips. 
Now that it was November, his mother was shrouded in a giant brown 
overcoat as she waited on the bottom step. Her tiny hands were squeezed into 
black leather gloves that gripped her purse with determination. 
"Hello, Mother," Hartley said, reaching out to take her hand. His 
mother clutched his arm, leaning her tiny frame against him for support. 
"Why hello, dear. I wondered if you would be coming!" she said, 
dabbing at her forehead with a lace handkerchief. 
"Of course, Mother," Hartley replied, gently helping her up the steps. 
In the foyer of the cafe, the hostess smiled in recognition. 
"I am Mrs. Hartley Gilmore," his mother announced, rather loudly, 
"And this is my son, Hartley Gilmore, Junior, and we would like a table for two, 
please. Non-smoking, of course, and, oh, please not next to a window, the 
sunlight is so glaring today. And, oh dear, not under an air vent, my sinuses 
are simply too delicate!" 
The waitress smiled knowingly at Hartley over his mother's head. "Of 
course Ma'am," she said politely. "Will this table do?" She motioned to the 
table where Hartley and his mother had eaten four years' worth of lunches. 
Hartley's mother frowned, examining the table with a critical eye. She 
opened her mouth, but Hartley interjected, "Yes, thank you." He helped his 
mother out of her overcoat and then handed the monstrous pile of wool to the 
hostess. He pulled the chair out for his mother and helped her ease into 
cushioned seat. He took the seat opposite from her and handed her the 
menu. 
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She extracted her eyeglasses from her purse, along with a pill box, 
several throat lozenges, and a second handkerchief. She perched the glasses 
on her thin nose and squinted down at the menu. "My, they do insist on 
printing these menus so that no one can read them!" she exclaimed. 
Hartley did not look up from his menu. "Can I help you with anything, 
Mother?" he asked. She frowned, ignored his question and continued to pore 
over the menu. Hartley made his decision and closed his menu. He sat in 
silence for several moments and then questioned, "Did you drive yourself here 
this afternoon?" 
"Have you had the tuna here, Junior?" his mother asked, pointing out 
the color photo of the sandwich to herself. "Is it awfully spicy? Do they put all 
sorts of onions and such in their tuna here? I do so love tuna, but with my 
sensitive stomach, I can hardly eat any but my own tuna these days." 
"The tuna is quite mild here, Mother," Hartley sighed. "Did you take 
the bus again?" 
His mother continued peering at the menu. "Perhaps the grilled 
salmon? But, so often salmon is covered right up by all the spices they insist 
on having! There is just no grilled salmon that can compare to my mother's, 
God rest her soul. Have you had the pea soup here, Junior?" 
"No, I haven't, Mother. Here comes the waitress. Are you ready to 
order? I can ask her to come back if you need more time," Hartley suggested. 
His mother looked up with horrified eyes. "What? And then wait a 
quarter of an hour for her to come back? No! We'll order now!" She re­
turned to the menu with new vigor. 
The waitress took Hartley's order of roasted turkey and new potatoes 
and then turned to Mrs. Hartley Gilmore, who was frantically scanning the 
color photos of chicken and soups and sandwiches. "Oh dear," she exclaimed. 
"Why, I just have no idea... perhaps I'll have the shepherd's pie... oh, no, my 
sensitive stomach wouldn't agree, I'm afraid. Oh dear... well, I suppose I'll just 
have whatever you are having, Junior." 
"The roasted turkey and new potatoes, Ma'am?" the waitress asked. 
"Yes," Mrs. Hartley Gilmore said with determination. "But, I certainly 
do not want any kind of spices... my stomach is so delicate, you see. And a 
cup of tea... do you have Earl Grey? My stomach is just too sensitive for 
anything else these days." 
The waitress nodded and headed for the kitchen. Hartley leaned 
forward. "Mother, did you drive yourself this afternoon?" he asked again. 
His mother sighed deeply, gathering up her handkerchiefs and stuffing 
her eye glasses into her handbag. "Junior, dear, I must go and powder my nose. 
If that waitress brings my tea, do be sure it's Earl Grey. You know I am just too 
sensitive for anything else," she reminded him. With great effort, she lifted her 
tiny frame from the chair, waving for Hartley to remain seated. 
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She spent a full eight minutes in the ladies' room and returned to find 
a cup of steaming tea at her plate. She opened her mouth even before reach­
ing her seat, but Hartley raised his hand. "Earl Grey," he informed her. She 
leaned over the mug with a suspicious frown and breathed deeply. Somewhat 
disappointed that it was, in fact, Earl Grey, she took her seat. 
"Did you take the bus this afternoon?" asked Hartley. 
"Oh, Junior, do tell me how your Marie is doing." His mother was 
digging around in her handbag and soon produced a second pill box. 
"Mother." This time Hartley's voice was firm, and his mother shifted 
uncomfortably in her chair. 
"Yes, I took the bus," she admitted. Her chin jerked up and she eyed 
him defiantly. "It was a lovely ride. Always on time, those buses, you know." 
"Yes. But, have you driven yourself anywhere recently, Mother?" 
Hartley leaned on his elbows. 
His mother fingered the second pill box, opening and closing its ce­
ramic lid. "Well, what is wrong with the public transport, I would like to 
know?" she demanded, her thin lips quivering in a tight line. 
"Nothing at all, Mother. It's just that you might as well sell one of the 
cars if you insist on taking the buses all the time." 
"Sell one of the cars!" his mother repeated loudly. "And why on earth 
would I do a thing like that? Sell a perfectly good car?" 
Hartley leaned back in his chair. "Mother, there is no sense in keeping 
both of the cars when you don't even use them. You could still get a reason­
able price for the Oldsmobile, as low as the mileage is." 
"The Oldsmobile!" His mother patted her forehead with a handker­
chief. "Sell the Oldsmobile! I just don't understand why this is all coming up 
now." 
Hartley smiled dryly. "Mother, we talked about the cars just last 
month. Why don't you let me place an ad for the Oldsmobile and just see 
what the interest is?" His mother's face was agitated, but she remained silent. 
He continued, "Barbara and Neil both agree that you should keep the 
Chevrolet, but that there's no need for the Oldsmobile to just sit there, gath­
ering dust..." 
"Well!" his mother huffed, her face aghast. "What's this? My own 
children having secret conferences about what to do? Making decisions about 
how to handle the old mother, is that is? Well!" 
At that moment the waitress arrived at the table with two platters of 
roasted turkey and new potatoes. Mrs. Hartley Gilmore sat there pouting, 
dabbing at her eyes with a handkerchief and breathing, "Well!" between deeply 
wounded gasps of air. 
Hartley thanked the waitress and began quietly, "Come now, Mother, 
you know that isn't the way it is. I mentioned the idea to Neil, and he agreed 
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that you simply don't need two cars if..." 
"Well... well... what if I want two?" his mother interrupted, her face 
pale. "Suppose I want to keep them both! Why can't I keep two cars if I 
choose to? Or can I not even make a decision any more? That's up to my 
children now, is it?" She took her knife and fork in hand and began violently 
sawing at the turkey. 
"Now, Mother, be reasonable," Hartley pleaded. "I'm only suggesting 
that you consider...." 
"Oh! I've considered it! And I'll tell you my answer is no! The next 
thing I know, you'll be deciding that we have to sell all your father's clothing! 
And why not the furniture, while you're all at it? Why should I need two 
sofas? Can't I make do with one?" her voice was shrill now and bits of turkey 
were escaping from her plate. 
"Mother..." 
"Why, the next I know you'll decide that you don't need me sitting 
around gathering dust! You'll just find a reason to get rid of me, too! Is that 
what this is all about? Are you tired of me now?" she cried, dramatically 
plunging a forkful of roasted turkey into her mouth. 
She was suddenly very quiet, and a strange look crossed her flushed 
face. She blinked at Hartley and then suddenly began flailing her arms in 
panic. "Mother!" Hartley exclaimed, leaping from his chair at the same 
moment that his mother's right hand connected with the mug of tea beside 
her plate. 
The china tea cup smashed into the plate of roasted turkey and new 
potatoes with such startling force that Mrs. Hartley Gilmore's body convulsed 
and promptly expelled the chunk of turkey that had been lodged in her throat. 
The turkey landed in a pool of Earl Grey and new potatoes amidst the shat­
tered remains of the tea cup and plate. 
Hartley and his mother sat in silence, staring at each other in wide-
eyed astonishment. The waitress came running from the kitchen, followed by 
the hostess and several waiters. "Are you alright, Mrs. Gilmore?" the waitress 
asked breathlessly. 
Mrs. Hartley Gilmore looked up, suddenly aware of the turkey and tea 
now soaking into her silk blouse. She lifted her chin and dabbed daintily at 
the stains with a lace handkerchief. 
"I'm fine, I'm fine, thank you," she said quickly. She sniffed and then 
added, "Although, this roasted turkey was nearly the death of me... I'm quite 
sure I mentioned specifically how delicate my system is." 
Hartley sank into his chair and dropped his head into his hands. With 
a long sigh, he slowly shook his head. "Fine, Mother," he said in defeat. "Keep 
the Oldsmobile." 
Mrs. Hartley Gilmore's face flushed with pleasure and with a smile 
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tugging at her tight lips, she turned to the waitress. "Could you bring another 
cup of tea, please? And, this time, please do be certain it's Earl Grey." 
Grace by Holly Iudicello 
S A R A H  E .  N A C H T I G A L  
I N  C A S E  Y O U  W O N D E R E D  
i'm drivin 
windows wide 
to let in air 
that's crackin into fall, 
to let in smells 
of corn stalks blanchin 
and wheat fields wavin 
and country air cleanin 
i'm turnin up this radio 
and singin out my lungs 
to songs i don't know 
(i'm pretendin) 
i'm whizzin down 
cracked black roads 
past peelin barns 
and agin' farms 
i'm drivin and singin 
smellin and watchin 
this place fly by 
in a green-gold blur 
and you can be sure 
i'm forgettin 
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Q U E S T I O N S  F O R  Y O U  
why is it 
that i walk past trees 
bursting for You and 
trudge through sunsets 
bleeding Your beauty, 
unaware? 
how is it 
that my deepest desires 
for more of You 
wax and wane 
when the evening news 
comes on? 
when was it 
that the lump in my throat 
when daddy sang 
"the old rugged cross" 
became so easy 
to swallow? 
and how do You 
keep on loving me 
when the tenderheart-tears 
i cried when mommy explained 
that the cross had been for me 
dried up in eyes 
so blinded to You? 
S A R A H  P O T T E R  
" L E T  M E  A N S W E R  F O R  Y O U "  
Sarah Potter 
Somewhere in the middle of hello 
and see you later, 
you left me: 
to dance with the music of your thoughts 
to laugh 
with the jokes in your mind, 
stories you didn't share, 
couldn't share. 
My words would not let you speak. 
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REFLECTIONS TO A COUNTRY 
I know you by your smell: 
flower-scented, rotten sewer; 
and the way you see me: 
white with money. 
Wading through your highways, 
thick with rainbow cars and brown bodies, 
dirty children, palms up, 
ask me for a peso 
on the other side of tinted glass. 
I know you by your mangy dogs 
and hungry beggars. 
Crippled on the ground 
lined with chip-bag trash and wrappers, 
resting on a stump for legs 
like victims of their private war 
they fight their gnawing stomachs 
and smooth their crackled skin. 
I know you by your Jesus statues 
three o'clock prayers to Mother Mary 
copy-cat crucifixions on Black Friday 
by drugged-up repentant men. 
Somewhere in the wooden beads 
lies the answer to heaven 
and eternity with the Holy God. 
I know you in photographs 
of flowers, beaches, and grass huts; 
in memories as a little girl, 
growing older, 
when I did not realize all you held 
till my feet walked the grass an ocean away. 
Today I Wilt by Naomi Christophel 
Sebastian by Melinda Horsey 
Death of an Orange by Kevin Johnson 
Untitled by Melinda Horsey 
Gondolas by Brad Dillon 
Untitled by Havilah Pauley 
Fiend by Noel Powell 
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B I R T H  O F  T H E  N E W  B A B Y L O N :  
The Dangers of Relativism & Scientism as 
Illustrated by Lewis's That Hideous Strength 
Holly A. Raatikka 
Of all the epochs in human history, C. S. Lewis believed that the 
Nineteenth and Twentieth Centuries harbored the most dichotomous shift in 
thinking from the past. Long before the James Dobsons in the world cried out 
against relativism and the lapse of values so prevalent in our postmodern 
society, Lewis was exploring these issues in his books The Abolition of Man and 
That Hideous Strength. Although moral relativism was just beginning to leak 
into the middle class at the time of Lewis's writing, he was quick to recognize 
its dangers, and he tried to show what would happen if this new kind of think­
ing was carried to its logical conclusions. What really concerned Lewis was 
the combination of relativism and scientism, or "the idea that science or 
technological process can solve all men's problems, create a paradise on earth 
here and now, and make us happy, with no connection to inquiry into matter 
or physical energy" (Sammons 75). This essay will explore Lewis's feelings 
toward the modern world, summarize Lewis's ideas expressed in The Abolition 
of Man, and show how these ideas provide much of the structure for the last 
novel of his space trilogy, That Hideous Strength. 
"In his inaugural lecture at Cambridge in 1954, Lewis made the pro­
posal that the largest shift in human culture was not, as usually claimed, the 
shift from Medieval to Renaissance but rather that which occurred early in the 
nineteenth century and introduced the post-Christian era" (Kilby 174). In the 
same lecture, he identified four areas in which this shift occurred: politics, the 
arts, religion, and the birth and proliferation of machines (174). It is this last 
area in which Lewis believed the largest change had taken place and that in 
the superceding of old technology, the mindset was produced in society that 
the new is better than the old. Lewis labeled this mindset "chronological 
snobbery" (174). Chronological snobbery wasn't just limited to the fields of 
science and technology; it entered into the realms of philosophy and religion 
as well. After technology grew exponentially, many of the general populace 
began to hold to the idea of universal evolutionism, that the universe is 
moving from the imperfect to the perfect. But Lewis rejected this idea, and 
noted it as "immensely unplausable, because it makes the general course of 
nature so very unlike those parts of nature we can observe" (Kilby 175). 
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Lewis himself appeared to be afraid of technology. He was "fearful of 
the internal combustion engine ... he preferred walking to riding in a car, 
because riding in a vehicle 'annihilates space' (SBJ 157)... he disliked newspa­
pers, cinema, radio, and television ... (and) he seldom carried a pocketwatch 
or a pen" (Downing 145). David C. Downing goes on to say that Lewis had a 
"personal dislike of most of the technological advances that occurred after his 
childhood" (145). Lewis even "strongly disliked newspapers and avoided 
reading them" (Sammons 80). One can only imagine how Lewis would feel if 
he had been around to witness the personal computer and the growth of the 
Internet! 
Why was Lewis so wary of technological advancement? In addition to 
the dangers it poses by promoting chronological snobbery, technology also 
campaigns for scientism-something that could lead to scientific planning. 
Lewis knew too much of human nature and therefore believed that "man's 
power over Nature turns out to be a power exercised by some men over other 
men with Nature as its instrument," and "each new power won by man is a 
power over man as well" (AOM 67, 69). Perhaps this shared aversion to 
technology for the above reason is part of the motivation for extreme 
right-wing Christian groups and the Libertarian Party to put That Hideous 
Strength on their reading lists (www.lp.org/lp-bib.html). Lewis believed that 
"under modern conditions any effective invitation to hell will certainly appear 
in the guise of scientific planning-as Hitler's regime in fact did (OOW 80)" 
(Downing 144, emphasis mine). 
It should be noted that Lewis wasn't opposed to science or technology 
per se, but rather he was opposed to the combination of technology and 
"modern conditions." The modern conditions that he alludes to are the 
societal conditions produced by the prevalent moral relativism of our time. It 
should be remembered that even during his years as a non-Christian, Lewis 
acknowledged the importance of absolute moral values (Hooper 329). In The 
Abolition of Man, he called this system of traditional morality that has generally 
overarched all times and cultures the Tao, or the Way. In this book, Lewis 
exposed the relativistic thinking that has crept into the educational system 
and claims that "men without chests," i.e. those without moral values, are a 
danger to society because they instill in their pupils a sense that everything is 
subjective and nothing is important. While they do this, they, being products 
of the Tao themselves, expect "good" things from the next generation. As 
Lewis says best, "We make men without chests and expect of them virtue and 
enterprise. We laugh at honour and are shocked to find traitors in our midst. 
We castrate and bid the geldings be fruitful" (AOM 37). 
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While Lewis's denunciation of relativism in the first two chapters is 
important, the heart of The Abolition of Man is its last chapter that shares its 
title. Lewis's basic argument in this essay is thus: 
1. Mankind has always sought to control future generations, but 
without the technology to completely do so, it has been somewhat unsuccess­
ful thus far (70). 
2. Modern man, through science and technology, is trying to conquer 
Nature (65). 
3. If mankind fully conquers Nature, it will have the technology to 
control future generations (71-72). 
4. The last bit of Nature to be conquered is the conscience, and this 
will be done when man embraces relativism (61, 69-70). 
5. If man embraces relativism and therefore doesn't value anything, 
since he has the power and technology to control future generations, he will 
make them however he "feels" like making them; it will be a decision based on 
whim, or in other words, Nature (76). 
6. Therefore, if mankind fully conquers nature, how he will make 
future generations will be based on whim, or Nature, and in the end, Man will 
not have conquered Nature, but Nature will have conquered Man resulting in 
the "Abolition of Man" (76). 
T + + 
It is the above argument that That Hideous Strength is intended to 
illustrate along with the dangers of scientism in "the quasi-religious hope of 
using technology to perpetuate the species on other worlds and to grope 
toward godhood (OOW 76-77)" (Downing 144). The rest of this essay will be 
devoted to exploring how Lewis's novel communicates the above ideas. 
However, it should be pointed out that while in The Abolition of Man, Lewis 
discussed how the combination of relativism and scientism resulted in 
Nature's conquest of Man, in That Hideous Strength we find that the agents 
behind this Nature are called macrobes by N.I.C.E. officials, beings that are 
immediately identified as demons by Christians. Since Lewis recognized that 
human nature is fallen and that we cannot live up to the objective standards 
of Natural Law, he knew that there would be a good chance that the activities 
assumed by those who are merely following Nature's whims, as they are them­
selves "men without chests," would be demonically inspired. In this respect, 
That Hideous Strength carries The Abolition of Man to its logical conclusion. 
In That Hideous Strength, N.I.C.E. is an organization that is committed 
to the very things that Lewis warned about. In fact, Lewis patterns Mark's 
discovery of the ranks of the N.I.C.E. after Dante's adventures into the In-
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ferno (see Downing 94-97). The members of N.I.C.E. are what would be 
called by today's lingo "secular humanists"; with the exception of the heretical 
Straik, they all seem to be either atheists or agnostics. They are committedly 
morally relativistic; not even loyalty congeals them as aptly exemplified in one 
of the final scenes when Wither and Straik murder Filostrato and Wither 
murders Straik only seconds later (354-355). "In their disregard for traditional 
moral norms,... they reduce all questions of value to matters of rationality, 
utility, or self-interest" (Downing 56). 
Perhaps the most integral element of the inner circle of N.I.C.E. is its 
members' commitment to objectivity. It is this objectivity or "price exacted 
for our analytical knowledge and manipulative power" (AOM 78) which 
allows the members of N.I.C.E. to have contact with the demonic powers. 
Frost tells Mark, "The first step towards intercourse with the macrobes is the 
realization that one must go outside the whole world of our subjective emo­
tions. It is only as you begin to do that you discover how much of what you 
mistook for your thought was merely a by-product of your blood and nervous 
tissues" (258). In addition to assuming an epiphenomenalist view of human 
nature, this kind of thinking is closely parallel to the philosophy outlined in 
The Green Book (The Control of Language, 1940] by "Gaius" [Alex King] and 
"Titius" [Martin Ketley] which Lewis condemned in The Abolition of Man 
(Hooper 332) (cf. Chapter One of AOM). It is through pursuing this extreme 
objectivity that Wither and Frost lose all notions of good and bad (cf. 
295-296). When Mark inquires as to whether the universe may be evolving 
into something bad (a twist on universal evolutionism), Frost replies, "The 
judgment you are trying to make turns out on inspection to be simply an 
expression of emotion" (295). Frost's brand of moral philosophy called 
emotivism is perhaps the most extreme form of moral relativism. 
"One of N.I.C.E.'s major goals is to control man's destiny by preserving 
the human race through selective breeding, conditioning, and manipulation of 
the brain" (Sammons 77). As Lewis warned in The Abolition of Man that once 
Mankind has complete mastery over Nature, he will be "henceforth free to 
make our species whatever we wish it to be" (70). In That Hideous Strength, 
N.I.C.E. wishes to make our species an animal which has discovered how to 
simplify nutrition and locomotion to such a point that the old complex organs 
and the large body which contained them are no longer necessary. That large 
body is therefore to disappear. Only a tenth part of it will now be needed to 
support the brain. The individual will become all head. The human race is to 
become all Technocracy (258-259). 
But there is more. Since by this time, the top officials of N.I.C.E. have 
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been in contact with the macrobes, the macrobes have begun directly calling 
the shots. It has been decided that a large human population is no longer 
needed after it "has served its function by acting as a kind of cocoon for 
Technocratic and Objective man. Now, the macrobes and the selected hu­
mans who can co-operate with them have no further use for it" (259). This 
whole scenario illustrates Lewis's thoughts of the ultimate conquest of Man by 
Nature and the true Abolition of Man. We eventually find out that Alcasan's 
head is not really kept living as Alcasan-it moves and talks through demonic 
forces. Therefore, if N.I.C.H. succeeds in reducing future generations of man 
to compartments whereupon only the brain is stored, they have merely suc­
ceeded in creating abodes for demons. At this point, man has truly been 
abolished. 
It must be remembered, however, that in the preface to That Hideous 
Strength, Lewis claims that " [t] his is a 'tall story' about devilry" (7). Likewise, 
it is extremely improbable that Lewis thought that mankind would end up 
being consumed by Nature given his knowledge of the Bible. But he probably 
considered that many of the events spoken of in Revelation would have their 
source in a human society driven by the philosophies of relativism and 
scientism. Whether he was merely seeking to warn the world through That 
Hideous Strength of the imminent dangers it faced so that human history could 
somehow reverse itself and be prolonged, I do not know. But it is important to 
note that this final book of the space trilogy was written a couple years before 
the end of World War II, before all of the horrors of Nazi Germany were fully 
exposed to the outside world. It is very difficult to read this book without 
finding parallels between the N.I.C.E. and Hitler's regime. 
In conclusion, in The Abolition of Man, C. S. Lewis predicts the ensuing 
disasters when a society embraces relativism and scientism. In his novel That 
Hideous Strength, he illustrates these ideas, and takes them further by showing 
that Man's control of Nature will inevitably lead to a strengthening of Satan's 
control over Man. The issues that Lewis warned about fifty years ago seem to 
be affecting our culture, classrooms, and government more every day. As 
Martha C. Sammons writes about C. S. Lewis's space trilogy, "The books seem 
to be even more up-to-date than they were in the forties!" (10). In an era 
where technology and the widespread embracing of moral relativity have 
progressed incalculably from Lewis's own time, could it be that society is 
marching towards a New Babylon? 
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T.  S .  ELIOT & I  
We walk off, hand in hand, 
Hands of convenience, groping hands 
Happening to push themselves 
Into the palms of another. 
And the morning dews anoint the grass 
With the answers to the prayers of worms. 
But the worms in your head 
Thrive on the amalgamation of uncertainties. 
Oh, do not say that you bleed alone, 
The rivers are stained with death, 
And boil-laden frogs smart between cotton sheets. 
I have felt the plagues of six thousand years of fallen man 
And seen all my loves get smeared away like 
These sands that are stroked by the fingers of the ocean. 
I fear, I fear, and I squeeze your hand tighter, 
But I know you will disappear, you always disappear 
Just when sulfurous fogs steam up from sewer grates. 
And when we pray, people poke their heads in and out, 
Wondering what our prayers are about. 
I have pondered the consequences of a thousand kisses, 
And each wave in the river brings a hundred wishes, 
But you want more than just the hope of Cairo lights. 
So we lie awake and breathe in the life of these nights, 
Unbraided and airborne with the wings of delights 
Which dry out like desert after beating against the shallow water. 
We cling to feelings of security, we smother 
The last flickering of a candle. 
Do we dare to grasp the truth in broken pieces? 
The matchbook thins as each match burns out, 
And we are down to our last match. 
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When we pray, people poke their heads in and out, 
Wondering what our prayers are about. 
1 have searched the eyes of a million faces, 
I have caught the infections of a dozen places, 
I have wept until I could not conceal the traces, 
Of a heart grown stale over too many losses. 
But that stream of smoke still billows out, 
And your ears are too deaf to hear my shout. 
Should I cut my hair and bleach it blond? 
However, you say you are too fond 
Of my lean ambition and my head of long, dull brown. 
Ten thousand fatter opportunities call out to me, 
But I am locked in a saline world indefinitely. 
I scream, I scream, but you still are a part of all my dreams. 
Your pain, your fear, and your liquid thoughts, 
Stifle my openness and alarm my defenses. 
To your detriment you have abandoned pretenses, 
And now I know all, I know all, 
You've left nothing for me to wonder about at all. 
As these waves lap at our feet, bidding 
The sands to swell up through our toes, 
I feign a promise to ignore your flaws. 
And you will never know mine because you cannot see 
The poisonous smoke wafting between you and me. 
And your rescue breathing on my mouth steals away 
The only oxygen afforded to me. 
I do not think new breath will ever come to me. 
Yet your warm hand cradles mine and pulls me away 
And the waves crash like marbles falling down stairs 
And you ask me to close my eyes and allow my cares 
To wander and wane. 
For we have heard the song of the sun on our backs all day, 
Its warmth has asked our inquietude to depart 
Until a higher love can heal our hearts. 
C A M P B E L L ' S  S O U P  K I D  
Amie A. Rose 
Warhol holds no responsibility 
for faulty reproductions 
innocent seductions 
a plump ripe 
can opener 
dispensing worms or 
identical baby faces 
selling us 
spelling all our little white 
lies in ABCs 
drowning our remedies 
on a salty 
soupy 
screen 
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G A R A G E  S A L E  
This couch has obviously seen better days 
it was never supposed to be that shade of green 
but the sun has taken its toll 
and the fabric never came up with a 
good enough excuse for remaining indifferent 
to its rays 
so it has faded 
We used to love to sit on that couch 
We used to do the crossword 
there with our legs dangling 
Sunday robes still clinging 
to our fresh out of the shower 
selves 
We used to make jokes out of nothing 
on that couch 
out of too much coffee and burnt toast 
What is a four letter word for marriage? 
now 
filling in the blanks 
it all makes sense 
and we can laugh 
We never felt faded on that couch 
but somehow 
it ended up in the garage 
it never meant to 
of course 
but things never mean to fade 
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R.S.V.P. 
Samantha Schley 
you've invited me for tea again, 
and wonder if I am able to come. 
(you do so weekly, 
yet every time, I feel I start over again. 
I'm uncomfortable with myself around you, 
you with your cool confidence, 
you love me, 
inexplicably, therefore inexcusably, 
you gain nothing from me— 
what do I want from you? 
I have no answer, 
for while you tear me down in your attempts to build, 
I crave you. 
I feed off your assurance, your beliefs so strong, 
that were I to confess my deepest wrongs, 
you'd want to be with me more. 
I ache to be around your being; 
it makes me forget me, 
and for awhile watch who I'd like to be. 
I see the route I need to take— 
you've unfolded and highlighted the map. 
yet, I remain unable to move. 
your presence is my penance 
for behavior I simply will not change. 
until I can, I blame my guilt 
on your foolishness to tolerate me.) 
I accept your invitation with thanks, 
and look forward to tomorrow. 
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C O N T E N T M E N T  I S  . . .  
Contentment is 
a cardboard box 
decorated with magazine flowers 
and lots of glitter. 
It opens, my box, 
with the smallest of squeaks 
(the hinges are cheap, but they work). 
Inside is 
a box of crayons, 
a quarter and a dime, 
a map of the world, 
some blank paper. 
Most of the crayons are gently used, 
the browns still sharp 
but the periwinkle and sea green nubs. 
I use them to doodle, 
then color my scribbles— 
in the lines or out, whatever I choose. 
The map of the world is to 
navigate my thoughts, 
or at least present my options; 
the coins to call home, 
to be reminded I'm loved, 
and get advice on what to do next. 
Random, yes, but that's all I need— 
I'm not sure if I could conquer the earth. 
I stay occupied, though, 
scheming and dreaming, 
with the components of my contentment. 
R Y A N  S C H U L Z  
i- F I R S T  P L A C E  F I C T I O N  T* 
T O W A R D  A N Y  S H O R E  
Ryan Schulz 
He fished. Not because he had to or wanted to, he just did. The 
fishing on Mitchell's Lake was always very good. It was one of the deepest 
lakes in the state of Wisconsin and the water was so clean, it was usually 
possible to look into it and see down close to twenty feet at times. 
James knew the lake well. He knew where all the sandbars and the 
springs were. He knew the history and the lore. He knew the town and the 
country. 
Most of what he knew about the lake he learned from his father. His 
father died the previous summer. Not of cancer or a heart attack. He just 
died. Some said that Frank McMurray died because he caught too many fish 
and God couldn't deal with Frank killing his creation. They also say that when 
he died, in his freezer he had two hundred bass, forty-five walleye, eighty 
crappie, and two musky. James knew better. 
James knew that when his father died he died happy. He died of living 
too much. Too much fishing, too much sun. He did have fish in the freezer 
when he died; two perch and a bluegill. 
James fished whenever. Whenever he wasn't working or sleeping he 
fished. He always used a spincaster. Fly fishing was too complicated. Bait 
fishing was too boring. Spincasting was perfect. Just enough movement to 
keep his attention but slow enough to allow him to scan to shoreline, to 
examine the water that at times was so clear it seemed like he was standing on 
it. Like the boat had disappeared and the lake supported his feet. 
James occasionally truly thought about his father. The late nights 
coming back from fishing pleasantly reeking of pipe smoke and bait, lake air 
and fish. James remembered having to retrieve his father from the local bars, 
when he was old enough to drive. He remembered his fathers favorite drink: 
bourbon and orange juice. 
When James was four he watched his father pour the tea-like sub­
stance into a tall juice glass filled with ice. Frank would disappear into the 
kitchen for a minute and return with a pitcher of, as he called it, "Florida's 
Finest." He would fill the glass to the top and occasionally let James fill it for 
him. About this same time James would run to the desk in the living room 
and get his fathers pipe and tobacco pouch. 
By the time James was five he could pack his fathers pipe almost better 
than Frank could. He would sit on the back porch and smell the bits of 
tobacco under his fingernails for hours. When the smell wore off he would run 
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back into the family room and jump into his fathers chair. The arms of the 
chair smelled of the thick cherry and hickory flavored tobacco. 
The fish on Mitchell's Lake run kind of peculiarly. The big ones run in 
spring and the smaller in the fall. Fish usually feed according to their spawning 
times but not on this lake. It seemed as the fish do what they please. At least, 
they do what they please in groups. 
•+• "F •+• 
The bar crowd was the usual. As James opened the door, the light 
broke through the dusty smoky air and those inside squinted to see who was to 
be joining them. The door closed, and James made his way to his usual seat. 
With a nod to the bartender (to indicate that he was here to drink) a bourbon 
and orange was poured and placed in front of him. James placed a five on the 
edge of the bar. It balanced delicately on the hard wood surface. The bar­
tender saw it and it soon was replaced with two singles. 
Mitchell's Lake was quiet most of the week and this Wednesday was no 
exception. The bar in all, on capacity nights, held fifty to sixty people. Today 
it was home to five. Jeremy was behind the bar. Everyone called him City 
because he originated from Minneapolis (Minneapolis was considered some 
kind of big deal in Mitchell's Lake). He didn't seem to mind. Jacob sat near 
James who was grumbling about his wife and the taxes and the government 
and the weather. If there was something to complain about, Jacob did. 
Minnie, the cocktail waitress, slept with her head buried deep in her 
arm on the bar and rarely said a word to anyone. 
There was a new face in the bar that afternoon. An elderly man. He 
sat quietly and conservatively in the corner at a booth by himself and smoked 
his cigarettes. He would sip his drink and pull deep on his smoke coughing 
after nearly every drag. Besides the clinking of ice and the grumbling of Jacob, 
each cough broke the silence of the bar like an ice pick. It tore at James. 
James sat staring at his drink. He attempted to seem as calm as he 
possibly could. He reached for his glass and it shook. The watered down 
mixture and the ice cubes suddenly rejoined the coughing for another duet. 
He sat trying to ignore the old man. Hoping he would somehow just 
disappear. The only interesting thing about the mad cougher was the fact that 
he reminded James of a recurring dream he had as a boy. 
The dream was always the same. James sat quietly on the ridge over 
looking Loon's Bay on Mitchell's Lake. The morning sat so heavily. It was 
light but still dim. The sun was down but almost up. He searched the rocky 
edge for any sign of life. 
James noticed a man standing on the pebbles that formed a beach 
along the shore. He stood about fifty feet down and to the left of James. The 
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man was facing the lake. He was dressed in a black suit and black derby. The 
man coughed. At first it was just occasionally and then it grew more intense. 
The cough was always followed by something else: a fish jumping, a duck 
quacking, some song bird from the surrounding foliage. 
The exchange was much like a conductor and an orchestra. The man's 
cough became a swinging baton and the response from the lake was the music. 
The lake grew silent again and the man took a step toward the lake. 
His black polished shoes scraped against the pebbles on the beach. The 
scraping began to take on the characteristics of the baton just as the cough 
had. The man would take two or three steps, stand and cough with the lake 
responding to each movement. 
The man reached the water but did not stop. He stepped casually into 
it, first with his right foot and then his left. His trousers soon became wet and 
yet he stopped only to cough. When the water reached the man's neck he 
stopped coughing. It was as if the water had cooled the irritation in his throat. 
Soon the man was up to his nose. He continued forward. When the 
tip of his nose had finally submerged there was no hint of any breath. It was as 
if the man actually was inhaling water through his nose and into his lungs. 
When nothing could be seen but the man's hat the entire lake grew 
silent. It grew more silent than James ever remembered it being. The man's 
hat did not float off when submerged. It merely followed him down into the 
lake. When his hat could no longer be seen the final movement of the piece 
was signaled, and the lake began to play again. 
At first just one fish jumped then two, then three, and then it seemed 
as if all of the fish in the lake leapt from the water. Upon their ascension the 
level of the water dropped. Not simply an inch or two but enough to show 
where the man's feet should have been. James always awoke with the fish 
crashing into the water. 
Remembering this jarred him from his thought and he noticed the man 
was coughing again. James slowly sipped his drink. It burned as it ran down 
his throat. "Too strong," he thought. 
4- T T 
That afternoon James went fishing. Being Wednesday, the lake was 
absent of boats. It sat peaceful and perfect except for the storm heads forming 
on the west shore. He noticed the clouds, but since he knew the lake and its 
weather so well, he disregarded them, deciding that they were too far off to 
cause any real alarm. 
He took his Boston Whaler just outside of Loon's bay looking up, only 
for a moment, at the ridge from which his dream took place. 
He picked up his rod and proceeded to the bow of the boat. His first 
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cast was always from the bow of the boat. When he was a boy and his father 
took him out fishing he would do the same and imagine he was a tightrope 
walker. He would stand with his knees against the bar and cast deep out over 
the lake. 
He did exactly that except this time he almost lost his balance. The 
waves on the lake had begun to pick up. He looked to the west and the storm 
clouds were closer than they should be. Continuing to disregard them, and 
determined to catch something, he fished. 
It was close to six thirty and the sun was still fairly high, but after a 
about twenty minutes he realized that the sun was no longer reflecting on the 
lake. Once again he looked to the sky and saw that the storm clouds, thicker 
and blacker than before, were directly overhead. He thought he might fish for 
another hour and see if he could land anything and if not then he would head 
in. 
Fifteen minutes later he felt a drop on the back of his neck. He cast 
one more time and as the spinner was about to the surface of the water, the 
sky opened up. In a matter of moments he was drenched. He reeled in his 
line and threw his pole on the floor of the boat. 
The sky began to take on the characteristics of a mouth, licking the 
water up into frothy whitecaps and salivating all over the lake. Then the sky 
began to cough. It choked and spat bursting winds down on the boat. 
James ran to the helm and attempted to start the boat. It roared once 
and then sputtered out. He tried again only to cause the engine to flood. He 
tried a third time and nothing. James grabbed the oar but when he began to 
paddle, a wave pulled the oar into the side of the boat and he dropped it. 
He stood there for a moment with the rain pouring over his head, 
lightning crashing around him. He could see nothing. The shore had disap­
peared with the pounding rain. The wind was really picking up and the 
Whaler began to spin. Slowly it rotated once, twice, and then like a clock, 
swinging it's second hand, it moved with regular time. 
He ran back to the helm and tried the engine one more time. It 
started. The waves were crashing over the bow of the boat and he pushed the 
boat into full throttle. He bounced across the waves toward any shore. 
A second later he heard the sound of the prop slamming into a rock 
and then the hull scraping aver the pebbles. The boat turned over on its side 
and James was thrown to the beach. He struck his head on a rock and the 
boat slammed into the ridge. 
He lay there for a second unable to feel anything. The rain began to 
soften, the clouds began to spread, and for the first time in over an hour he 
felt the pulsing heat of the June sun on his face. 
James sat up and watched as the clouds spread to reveal a blazing blue 
sky. He felt warm blood make its way to the corner of his mouth and the taste 
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of salt covered his tongue. The lake had picked him up and thrown him to the 
beach of Loon's Bay. 
+• + + 
The bar was busier today. James sipped his drink (an orange juice, no 
bourbon) and rubbed his head. Twenty-two stitches covered the gash created 
by the rock. 
He sat quietly. He picked up his glass, swished the ice around, and 
thought of the ducks on the edge of Loon's Bay. James finished his last swal­
low, threw two quarters on the bar for a tip and left. 
He grabbed his pole from the back of his truck and headed down to the 
marina. The sun had set an hour ago and the moon balanced cockeyed above 
the tree line. Casting from the pier he thought of his father. The pipe smoke 
and bait. The lake air and fish. 
Travels by Kevin Johnson 
R Y A N  S C H U L Z  
P O L I S H E D  S H O E S  
The gray halls were always absent of life during these hours. The old 
man liked it better that way. When he was younger he liked it when the 
population was awake and about, but he had learned to appreciate the silent 
cell blocks. The air settled the dust into perfect straight lines and pulled the 
moonlight onto the floors. 
The old man walked slowly down to his chamber. The only thing that 
followed him in the dark was the clicking and clacking of his worn leather 
shoes. He always kept them black and well oiled. A pair of shoes could easily 
last him three to five years. He tried to remember how many pairs he had 
worn through during his career at the compound. He couldn't. 
The compound consisted of three wings. The first was a dormitory for 
the incarcerated-a nice way of saying cell block. It was the largest of the three 
and some of it's inhabitants had been there for quite some time. Some stayed 
only a few years. The prison was the only one of four in the state that would 
carry out capitol punishment. 
The second was the a fairly good size. It housed the offices of the 
administration and staff. Most of the offices hadn't been used in years and 
were filled with dust caked desks and broken chairs. The ones that were used 
were posh and comfortable. 
The last wing was used as a church for the town. It had a decent sized 
chapel and confessional, but was easily the smallest of the three wings. 
He passed the guard on duty and made his way up the stairs to his 
oversized office. The execution was to take place at 12:30, and he read his 
watch: 12:05. He liked to walk before the executions and survey the grounds. 
He always took special notice to the improvements he had made on the 
prison: the updated cafeteria, the enlarged library, the new caging system. He 
had accomplished so much. 
During his walk tonight, however, he had other things on his mind. He 
thought heavily on the execution only a half of an hour away and also about 
the sermon he was to deliver the following morning. He knew he would not 
have time to prepare his sermon in the morning, as he usually did, and decided 
that he would speak on servitude. 
He checked his watch again: 12:10. He should make himself ready for 
the upcoming execution. He pulled his collar from the top desk drawer and 
went to the mirror in his wardrobe to straighten it. On his way he stopped at 
the cherry mini-bar and poured his usual scotch and water. 
He finished the drink and placed the glass on the counter of his kitch-
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enette. One of the cleaning ladies would wash it on Monday. His coat was 
pressed and hanging on the coat-rack and he took extra care in pulling it over 
his shoulders - he only had one coat and would have to use the same one for 
the service in the morning. 
He entered the execution room and could smell the chemicals. He 
looked over the room to make sure that everything was in order and found the 
clipboard in its usual place on the table. He put his signature above two of the 
three lines available. One read PRISON CHAPLAIN. Another read 
PRISON WARDEN, and the last read GOVERNER. He signed the first two. 
This routine had grown simple for him. He remembered a time when 
he needed to be reminded which lines he placed his name on and what he had 
to check. He remembered the first member of the population he prayed for, 
and he made his way to the small cell connected to the execution room. 
He numbly repeated the Lord's Prayer and said a Hail Mary. He asked 
the prisoner if he anything to confess and tried to make out the words through 
the deep sobs and choking attempts for air. He stopped looking directly into 
the eyes of the prisoners after the first one. Instead he focused on drops 
collecting under the man's shaking head. He looked at the inmate's shoes and 
noticed that they needed a polish. 
The springs popped as he stood from the bed, and he led the prisoner 
from the cell into the adjoining room. The curtains were now pulled back and 
he saw the shadows of the crowd. During the following moments he usually 
thought of his wife. This time he did not. He thought of the sermon again 
and wondered if he had left the bottle of scotch on the bar or not. 
As he left the windowed room he answered no questions and made his 
way back up the stairs to his office. His shoe caught one of the stairs and left a 
mark both on the stair and the leather. He cursed and continued to up the 
stairs. 
He placed his collar back in his desk and put his coat back on the rack. 
The scotch was on the bar and he poured another drink. He could have 
polished his shoes again in the morning, but, instead he pulled out his stained 
shoe cloth and brush and went to work on the mark. 
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On  Wa r  
And what of it? 
To explode 
in a 
flash 
yellow light blinds these dry eyes; 
irritated and red dry eyes 
(they are dry from the blast, cooked, actually 
cooked directly into this head) 
Excuse me sir. 
Sir? 
Yes, I was wondering if you had anything for these 
eyes. 
all he sees is the yellow of the blast 
the heat that baked these 
eyes 
the baby 
the car 
the street 
the gutter 
and then 
the horrors of war. 
"The men on the movie picture look 
happy, Mama." 
And the men smile as they. .. 
(Fade into sunset, yellow and beautiful) 
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YOU WANT TO TALK ABOUT LOVE; 
AND SO WE DO 
silent movies 
with the sub-titles I whisper 
and not the ones 
you read. 
not the empty "just wanted to see if you were watching lines" 
but the ones 
you knew before you bought that ticket. 
you say "I liked it" 
1 say "Pretentious" 
you say "Vanity is art" 
I say "So" 
And we age in the aisles 
of trips to the grocery, the movies, the mall, the church. 
And we look forward to it 
And we don't cry or hide 
And we lock the front door when we leave. 
I say "There's a sale on oranges" 
you say "We could bring them to your mother" 
I say "She hates oranges" 
you say "We'll bring them anyway" 
I love you so I can forget myself; 
lose myself somewhere in your ribs 
your muscles 
and skin 
with spotted shadows of rain on windows, 
of rain on my neck, 
in your hair 
You say "Love" 
I say "Of course" 
you say "It's raining" 
I say "It'll let up soon" 
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W H A T  T O  D O  W H E N  Y O U ' R E  S L E E P I N G  
dream and 
still I fly 
through a boy 
and up to his head 
while sleeping 
while running 
and forgetting to run 
and not seeing what I think 
he should 
he is sick 
the window is open 
and so 
1 out 
and fall 
and still sleeping 
he and 1 
he in bed 
and I stuck 
he is crying 
but his bags are packed 
and his shoes 
are tied 
and his shirt tucked in 
it's his birthday Christmas 
it's his funeral parade 
he shines 
the flashlight 
for me to 
see but I turn 
my back 
and wake up 
J U L I E  S M A L L W O O D  
W E D D I N G  D A Y  
Julie Smallwood 
She slung the train of her dress over her shoulder and hefted the five 
gallon bucket out of the elevator, past the mail boxes and into the street. It 
was raining, and she stcxxl for a moment on the sidewalk, arms wrapped tightly 
around the bucket, watched the drops splash one by one onto the leaves of the 
tomato plant. She had placed a stake carefully in the soil around the roots of 
the plant, so it would have something to climb as it grew. But the plant hung 
pathetically, limp and sick-looking in its plastic container. One tiny tomato 
clung to the stem, and she worried that the rain might fall too hard and knock 
it down. 
She wished she had thought to polish the bucket before she left. She 
pictured him in his garden, her beloved laboring over his tomatoes. How 
tenderly he cared for each delicate plant. Her heart quickened in excitement. 
The rain fell harder; she felt her hair plaster against her cheeks, but 
hugged the dirty bucket tightly, bending backwards to compensate for the 
weight and throwing her feet out in front of her awkwardly as she waddled 
along. The rain made her dress heavier. The long train slipped from her 
shoulder; she stumbled over it as it dragged along the sidewalk. Dirt dribbled 
from a small hole in the bottom of the bucket. 
Noontime traffic sped by her; cars splashed little fountains of water onto 
the sidewalks. She headed deeper into the downtown rush, struggled slowly 
among business people crowding the sidewalks. They stared openly at her, 
some laughing and pointing, some looking away in disgust. She, however, 
smiled with heedless anticipation, whispering to her tomato. It would be all 
right. 
The bucket soon grew too heavy. She set it down with a thud outside a 
large office building. People scurried around her, giving her curious backward 
glances. Her hands were covered with dirt from the bucket, and she tried to 
straighten her dress, making muddy smears across the white silk. She swayed 
momentarily, but did not fall. 
A car pulled up to the curb next to her, vibrating with loud bass. Two men 
sat in the front, and the one nearest to her rolled his window down. "Hey, 
baby!" he jeered. "Where you goin', all dressed up?" She stared back stupidly. 
"Crazy broad!" he laughed, and the car sped away. 
She started at his last words, putting a hand to her cheek and shaking her 
head. She bent and gripped the edge of the bucket, dragging it backwards 
along the sidewalk, looking behind her every few steps so she wouldn't run 
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into anything. The rain kept falling, making puddles in the soil around the 
tomato. She had to stop several times to gather her dress. The crowd surged 
around her, and she protected the tomato when they bumped and kicked it 
with their bustling feet. 
At the next crosswalk a tramp emerged from a shadowed doorway and 
followed her as she dragged the tomato across the intersection. "Looky here,' 
he slurred drunkenly. You goin' to a weddin ? Woo, hee! Who gonna marry 
you? You the ugliest damn bride I ever seen! Hee, hee!" he danced around 
her, pulling her hair and stomping on her dress. 
She stood and shoved him away angrily. "I have a husband," she menaced. 
"Don't you touch me or he'll kill you." 
"Woo! Hee hee," the tramp grinned and shook his head at her, then 
wandered away into the rain. 
She was at the steps of St. Mary's Church. She bent and once more took 
the edge of the bucket, tugging it backwards up the steps, pausing often to 
rest. Almost there, she whispered. Just then the bells began tolling "Great is 
Thy Faithfulness," and she stopped to listen, smiling. 
Inside the church she lingered in the shadows. The sound of the bells died 
away, leaving rain softly drumming and the huge sanctuary quietly creaking. 
Her eyes followed the great stone pillars stretching upward to hold the ceiling, 
and she could dimly make out figures among the swirling colors of the stained 
glass windows. 
She squinted toward the front of the church where the altar stood. Light 
flickered from candles burning on either side of the apse. She drew her breath, 
pushed her soaking hair from her face, straightened her dress. She shivered 
violently but was hot, feverish. She hefted the bucket and started down the 
aisle toward the altar, felt the eyes of the marble saints who stood against the 
walls, watching silently. 
She stopped suddenly, hearing whispers. She searched the darkness until 
she saw an old couple near the front of the sanctuary, kneeling in prayer. She 
almost dropped the bucket, but instead she set it down with a heavy thud. 
The old woman glanced back, then nudged the old man next to her, who was 
still praying. They stood and stared at her, whispering to one another, then 
they approached her, faces fixed with holy scowls. The woman walked all 
around her dress, clucking her tongue, and the man leaned up on tiptoe, 
smelling her breath. She gazed at them wide-eyed. 
"Are you drunk?" the old man asked loudly, but she only stared back. "I 
said, are you drunk?" 
Just then the sanctuary filled with deafening organ noise. A tiny man sat 
behind the keyboard, bobbing his head in time to Bach's Invention No. 4. She 
put her hands over her ears and looked frantically at the old couple, who still 
mouthed words she could not hear. The music swelled and grew louder, and 
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she crouched over the bucket, eyes squeezed shut. 
Eventually the organ stopped; she heard the scraping of a chair, the 
mutterings of the little man as he stood and wandered away, disappearing into 
the rear of the church. She opened her eyes. The old couple were gone. The 
sanctuary was empty. 
She set the bucket just in front of the altar. The soil was muddy, and the 
plant drooped pitifully. She went to the prayer candles burning to the right of 
the altar and found one unlit, waiting for the next petitioner. Lighting it 
carefully, she carried it to the bucket and knelt. The tiny flame seemed to 
struggle against the heaviness of the sanctuary. The air above her seemed to 
be stained with colored light from the windows. She closed her eyes and bent 
over the bucket, whispering furiously. 
She heard the rain dripping off the eaves, heard the air behind her sigh. 
She stood, teetering for a moment, then placed the candle back with the 
others. She approached the table where the little jug of holy water stood in 
readiness for the priest. Her dirty hand grasped the jug, she clutched it to her 
and stumbled back to the bucket. 
"My husband," she whispered, smiling, as she sprinkled the water over the 
trembling tomato. She crossed herself and returned the jug to its place. She 
cried joyfully, her tears running over smears of makeup and dripping onto her 
dress. She sat quietly next to the tomato before the altar, waiting for the light 
in the doorway that would announce him, waiting for her husband. 
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FAT CHRISTIANS IN AN AGE OF HUNGER? 
New research finds the Church typically heavier 
than non-churched segments of Society 
Chris Smith 
"So, whether you eat or drink, or whatever you do, do all to the glory of God." 
—I Corinthians 10:31, RSV 
In recent years, obesity has become an increasingly greater threat to the 
public health of the United States. Our average body weight continues to 
climb, and the National Center for Health Statistics has named "excess body 
weight" as a primary focus for public health intervention1. Given the grim 
context of our public health, the results of new research by Purdue 
University's Kenneth Ferraro should serve as warning bells for the Church. 
These findings-entitled "Firm Believers? Religion, Body Weight and Well-
Being"2-showed a significant correlation between obesity and the practice of 
Christianity. Ferraro took pains to establish relevant criteria for defining 
"religious faith" and "obesity." "Religious faith," admittedly an elusive term, 
took shape in three dimensions. First, "Religious Practice" was indicated by 
patterns of attendance at religious services and habits regarding the intake of 
religious media. Secondly, the pertinence of one's beliefs in daily life com­
prised the dimension of "religious identity." Ferraro labeled the third and final 
dimension "religious comfort," meaning the role of an individual's religion in 
the face of difficulties. Accepting standard sociological definitions, the study 
identified an "obese" person as one who was more than one standard deviation 
above the average weight for his/her sex. According to these definitions, 
Ferraro found that Christian denominations occupied the five most over­
weight religious classifications: Southern Baptist, Pentecostal/Fundamentalist 
(Church of Christ, Assembly of God, Church of God and Fundamentalist 
Baptist), other denominational Protestants (Methodist, Christian Church, 
African Methodist-Episcopal and North American Baptist), Non-denomina­
tional Protestant and Catholic respectively. But what do these findings really 
tell us about the dietary health and practices of the Church? 
One can draw two primary conclusions, one positive and one negative, 
from reading Ferraro's research. First, on the bright side, this research implies 
that the Church generally embraces the obese with the love of Christ. In so 
doing, we are indeed agents of God's grace to those prone to the stigmatization 
of society. However, the same research that lauds us for our love toward 
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obese, also paradoxically condemns us for our lack of love. First, we fail to 
maintain the charity of Christ toward ourselves, by neglecting our own health. 
In a society where obesity plagues the public health, one would surmise that 
Christians, in dutiful love for God's creation, would not be "conformed to this 
world" (Romans 12:2) in this regard. Instead, we find Christians more egre­
gious in their obesity than the non-churched portions of our fat society. 
Secondly, our obesity indicates a lack of love for the millions of starving 
humans that share this planet with us. Madeleine EEngle, with the prophetic 
eloquence of the poet, waves these charges before us in A Stone for a Pillow: 
"Can I separate my own health from the rest of the world?... In a 
universe where the lifting of the wings of a butterfly is felt across 
galaxies, I cannot isolate myself, because my separation may add to 
the starvation and the anger and the violence." 
The Commendation 
One implication of this study is that the Church has become a safe haven 
for those who struggle with their weight. In a society that glorifies the lean-
and-trim-or in some instances, the grotesquely underweight-the obese tend to 
be marginalized quietly. As Christians, in our rhetoric as well as in our prac­
tice, we tend to extend the welcome arms of Christ to all regardless of body 
shape. Ferraro's research serves to confirm this tendency within the Church. 
Despite our welcoming stance toward the overweight, Ferraro's research also 
suggests that we have had all too much silence in our midst regarding matters 
of weight or gluttony. Thus, one can infer that we generally lack the appropri­
ate discipline and accountability to help our brothers and sisters and ourselves 
deal with the physical and emotional struggles associated with eating issues. 
How many of our preachers, pastors and priests are willing to confront the 
gustatory excesses of our culture by speaking from the pulpit on passages like 
Proverbs 23:20-21? The unfortunate answer is that such sermons are sparse at 
best. Thankfully however, in recent decades, Christian dietary organizations 
such as Weigh-Down (http://www.wdworkshop.com/) and Step-Forward have 
begun to raise their cry in the gluttonous wilderness of the American church. 
These groups, despite their varied theological foundations, stand unified not 
only in confronting the obesity of the American church, but also in their 
offering a means by which accountability can bud and bloom into healing. 
One must hope that trends set by groups such as these will continue, opening 
the doors for freer intra-church communication about food issues and ulti­
mately impacting research such as that of Ferraro. 
The Criticism 
This study holds not only praise, but also indicts us for a lack of charity in 
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our midst. This deficit manifests itself in two distinct fashions. First, in our 
individual obesity, we are found to lack charity toward ourselves, and particu­
larly toward our bodies as the creation of God and the temple of the Holy 
Spirit (I Cor. 6:19). Abundant arguments exist along these lines for Christians 
to abstain from drunkenness or smoking or drug abuse, but it is rare for one to 
hear such a case built against gluttony. Perhaps we do not see ourselves as 
gluttons. In response to Ferraro's research, Jerry Falwell was quoted as saying: 
I know ... gluttony is a bad thing. But I don't know many gluttons." Yes, 
gluttony is indeed a particularly difficult term to define, and something about 
which we cannot-and should not-begin to point fingers. Gluttony does not 
necessarily equate to obesity; many gluttons, due to a fast metabolism or other 
factors, maintain a normal body weight. 
Contrarily, obesity does not inherently imply gluttony. Perhaps, in many 
cases-as Rev. Falwell has surmised-wc are not gluttons at all. Instead, the 
lifestyle choices we make cause us to gain weight without falling into a habit of 
over-eating. Although we ultimately are responsible for our own health, 
American culture certainly has been a stumbling block to many people. As 
our society has progressed from an agricultural economy, to an industrial 
economy, to the present information-based economy, we have gradually 
become a more sedentary people. Combine our lack of activity with notori­
ously poor eating habits-e.g., the ubiquitous lure of the "fast food" restaurant, 
for its convenience and its low prices-and it is little wonder that obesity poses 
a threat to the public health of our nation. In our society, it is feasible for a 
person to rapidly accumulate pounds by eating modest meals, if one is given to 
frequently eating out," and if one takes no initiative to obtain exercise. Sadly, 
it seems that we, the followers of Christ in America, have fallen into this sort 
of lifestyle. Thus, we have ignored Paul's warning in Romans 12:2, which 
Eugene Peterson poetically interprets in The Message: "Don't become so well-
adjusted to your culture that you fit into it without even thinking." 
Although we acquiesce to the mindset of our society when we fail to 
exercise and moderate our diets, the church has apparently succeeded in 
eluding the popular mentality in other related matters. For instance, we have 
not succumbed to Madison Avenue's pleas that success belongs to the emaci­
ated waif or the muscle-bound hunk. The church should be applauded for its 
recognition of the futility found in these extremes of "glamorous" mal-nutri-
tion and the meat-market religion of the fitness club. Instead, it sadly seems 
that the church has taken a reactionary swing to the opposite pole and thus, 
caring very little about the physical health of the individua—at least in regard 
to nutrition and exercise. 
Why is it that such a reactionary apathy has found such a fertile ground in 
the Church? There is no easy answer to this question, but one can build a 
good case that an important factor is the long-standing dualism in Christian 
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thought between the soul and the body. However, the origins of this division 
extend back, past the time of Christ, to the teachings of Plato. This mentality 
heavily impacted the early church, and became the foundational tenet of 
Gnosticism, which the Church later would deem heretical. The renowned 
scholar Harold Bloom, notes in The American Religion that Gnosticism is 
slowly creeping back into American religion. It seems that Gnostic tendencies 
are more common among churches that adhere to literal biblical interpreta­
tion, which also-according to Ferraro's research-tend to have higher rates of 
obesity. Literalists, it seems, are prone to view biblical texts denouncing "the 
flesh" (e.g. Romans 8:1-13, Gal. 5:16-24, Eph. 6:12) as references to the 
physical body, instead of as symbolic of our human sin nature. Thus, they 
reason that since the body is evil and mortal, and the soul good and immortal, 
our priority is to nurture the soul, even if it means neglecting the body. Of 
course, active contempt for the body-e.g., drug abuse or alcoholism-is indubi­
tably wrong, but passive contempt can be easily overlooked in light of 
weightier priorities. Interestingly, when one returns to the Hebrew of the Old 
Testament, one does not find a body/soul dualism. Instead, the term 
"nephesh" is used interchangeably in reference to the physical body, as well as 
to the soul. 
This dualistic perspective gradually sneaking into the American church 
tends to be a practical theology, and few would actually claim adherence to 
these tenets as part of a cognitive doctrine. Bloom agrees, noting that the 
contemporary American forms of Gnosticism tend to linger on the popular 
level, not that of church creeds or doctrines. The sad, but logical, end to such 
beliefs was exemplified in the "doctrine" of the "Heaven's Gate" cult, who 
viewed the body as a mere container for the soul. Thankfully, the Church's 
belief in the sanctity of life has kept us from reaching a similar end. But, is it 
any less immoral for one to "shed his/her shell" gradually through the heart 
disease and stress caused by obesity, than it would be to discard it instanta­
neously as the cultists did? 
How then, should one view the body, if such Gnostic-like dualism is prone 
to lead to obesity? First, it is helpful to understand such passages about "the 
flesh" as symbolic. There is nothing extraordinarily evil about our bodies. 
Indeed, they are "fallen," but to no greater extent than anything else in this 
world. However, they are part of God's creation-of which we, as individuals, 
are stewards. I Corinthians 6:19 reminds us that the body is not a mere 
"container," but instead is "the temple of the Holy Spirit." When one consid­
ers the exquisite details of the Judaic temple in I Kings 6 and elsewhere in the 
historic books of the Old Testament, one finds little basis for justifying apathy 
towards our bodies. Similarly, passages like Romans 12:1 repeatedly implore us 
to offer our bodies as living sacrifices to the Lord. Again juxtaposing these 
passages with the mandates of Jewish law, which says that sacrificial animals 
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were to be without blemish, one finds added reason to maintain a faithful 
stewardship of the body. The perfection demanded by such an interpretation 
is rightfully disturbing and could easily leave one with a sense of hopelessness 
and despair. However, thanks be to Christ, who presents us before the Father 
as holy and blameless! We are given the standard, for which each of us must 
strive, and God grace-fully will forgive our inevitable shortcomings. Granted, 
the maintenance of our bodies should be a medium through which we worship 
God, and not become an idolatrous end in itself. 
Regardless of the cause-conforming to society, apathy, bad theology, or 
some combination thereof-Ferraro's research indicates that we, as Christians, 
are prone to lack charity toward our own bodies. This is troublesome because 
if we do not love ourselves well, then how are we, in the spirit of Christ's 
mandate (Matthew 19:19, etc.), to love our neighbors well? This difficulty 
takes two particularly distinct faces. First, if we choose bad health for our­
selves, we increase our own needs and thus, siphon off time and energy that 
could be spent in the service of others' needs. Secondly, our obesity, in a 
world where millions go without eating every day, is not only unloving, but also 
unjust. 
The impact of the American Church's shortage of agape toward the 
remainder of the world has been superbly chronicled in Ron Sider's Rich 
Christians in an Age of Hunger. Sider decries the injustice of the economic 
practices prevalent in American churches. In the chapter entitled "Structural 
Evil and World Hunger," Sider says, "Our eating patterns-an ... area where 
we are caught in institutionalized sin-may seem to us personal and private. 
But they are tightly interlocked with complex economic structures." Sider 
proceeds to expand upon this thesis, particularly noting North America's gross 
over-consumption, and how these eating patterns contribute to the poverty 
and hunger of less fortunate nations in the world. In this section of Rich 
Christians, we see a vivid depiction of our inter-connectedness with the rest of 
the world. If the vast majority of North Americans eat more than their fair 
share of food, this forces us to import more food from other nations, and in 
return export less. The money we spend on imports, especially from third-
world nations, very rarely is returned into food resources to feed the hungry in 
the exporting nation. Thus, in this over-simplified scenario, we get a whiff of 
the injustice done to the world by our poor eating habits. Indeed, as Ms. 
EEngle surmised, our excesses may be contributing to the hunger of others. 
Although, economically speaking, North Americans-in general, and as 
Ferraro's research indicates, particularly the Christians-have not acted in love 
toward the rest of the world, the solution to this inequity does not lie solely in 
the reducing of our consumption. If we, by eating less, improve our own 
health and do nothing to help meet the needs of our neighbors, we have only 
laid a foundation for pride. This is precisely Madeleine C Engle's point, that 
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we cannot separate our individual health from that of the world. The first 
step, as Sider notes, is—out of love for ourselves and love for our neighbors-to 
consume less. Once we, by the Grace of God, begin to eat more healthfully, 
we need to commit ourselves to actively improving the health of the poor 
around the world. 
But this is such a huge task, where does one begin? That is, if one can 
even do anything to help. Thankfully, there is no shortage of tools, for one 
who makes the commitment to love the world's needy people. One wellspring 
of such aids is Sider's organization, Evangelicals for Social Action (ESA-
http://www.esa-online.org/). Their "Generous Christians" campaign spurs 
Christians to a multi-faceted commitment to "share God's love for the poor." 
This program, intended for the average layperson, provides a simple frame­
work-involving prayer, service, study, reflection and giving-through which one 
can begin to serve the world's most needy. One other particularly helpful 
resource is Doris Janzen Longacre's book (and related cookbook) entitled 
Living More With Less. The cookbook provides wonderful advice for eating 
healthfully and compassionately, and the book is a treasure trove of wisdom on 
how, by living simply and generously, we can genuinely and actively begin to 
love our neighbors as ourselves. Finally, there is a host of opportunities for us 
to give of our abundance, once we begin to consume less. Organizations like 
World Vision ( http://www.worldvision.org/ ) and Compassion International 
(http://www.ci.org/) help to feed and educate children around the world. 
Another alternative is Opportunity International (http:/www.opportunity. 
org), which provides small capital, low interest loans to third world families, in 
order that they might begin small business ventures and generate income for 
themselves. Many other local and global opportunities exist for American 
Christians to serve the needy, and thereby, to more actively express our love 
for all humankind. 
What, then, should we do? 
Indeed, the American Church has been found lax in its love for the rest of 
the world and in our individual love of ourselves. The numbers of Ferraro's 
research confront us with this sad reality. We must repent and we must seek 
to change. Thus, we need to begin keeping each other accountable and 
shatter the church's overwhelming silence on food issues. But what form will 
this change assume? One can only speculate. However, a few words of cau­
tion are necessary lest we merely change from ill to ill. One of the most 
alluring temptations in such change is to become ascetic in our eating habits. 
This is a grave danger and one that some of the strongest voices in 
Christendom on matters of food (e.g., Sider and Longacre) have stood firmly 
against. The Psalmist, the teacher of Ecclesiastes and even the example of 
Jesus remind us that celebration is a necessary part of life in Christ. Histori-
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cally, the church has done well at fulfilling this human need, and for this, we 
should be commended. However, in recent years, we perhaps have done too 
good of a job. Longacre chastises us in Living More with Less: "Practices that 
offend nutrition, ecology and thrift take place regularly at church and church 
conference meals." Sider repeatedly reminds us not to sacrifice our celebra­
tion as we begin to eat more lovingly, but instead-echoing Jesus's mandate in 
Luke 11:43-urges us to include the poor in our celebrations. Secondly, we 
need to be patient-patient first with ourselves and patient also with our 
brothers and sisters. Like any addiction, over-consumption of food is very 
difficult to "kick," and as one is reminded in Al-Anon, the first step is to 
recognize that there is indeed a problem. Ferraro's study should serve well to 
remind us of our own neediness in this area. Frederick Buechner remarks, in 
his wonderfully truthfull Telling Secrets, that it seems to him that in many 
cases support groups like Al-Anon function in a church-like manner better 
than local churches do. Oh, that we might have the patience, accountability, 
and compassion of an Al-Anon group as we begin to help each other deal with 
food issues. 
Finally, we must hope-not in ourselves, for there we only find weakness 
and sin-but rather in the power of Christ to change us, as individuals and as a 
corporate body. Richard Foster says in his contemporary classic of the Faith, 
Celebration of Discipline, that "if worship does not change us, then it has not 
been worship." This principle is as true of worship through our dietary habits 
as it is of singing praises or any other means of worship. Jesus promised us that 
as we seek, so shall we find (Matt. 7:7), and thus if we listen for the quiet 
voice of the Spirit and choose to follow its leading, we will change, growing in 
our likeness of Christ. It is my prayer that, by the great Mercy of God, we will 
find the strength to listen and obey, in regard to our eating habits, as well as in 
every aspect of life! 
1 National Center for Health Statistics "Health United States 1992 and Healthy People 2000 
Review." Hyattsville, MD: Public Health Service. 
2 published in March 1998's Review of Religious Research 
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Untitled by Matt Durbois 
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J u  J u  W O R L D  
Jeremie J. Solak 
Crave fruit, 
get JuJu. 
Little grape, 
orange, 
lemon, 
cherry, 
jellies. 
Like fruit 
only 
stick more, 
no seeds, 
last longer. 
Ju Ju better fruit. 
You buy Ju Ju too. 
J E R E M I E  J .  S O L A K  
T H E  J U M P I N G  O F  J O Y :  M A R Y  V I S I T S  E L I Z A B E T H  
Luke 1:39-56 
two mothers = tummies 
taut 
and tight 
with expectation 
of small feet 
and lips 
running 
and shouting 
toward one another 
crying 
you are blessed 
Elizabeth bounces 
down by 
her belly 
button 
as feet kick 
jumping 
in the knowledge 
that the son of Mary 
is the Son of God 
the ancient maker of 
feet 
bellies 
and babies 
all jumping in balls 
of mommies = joyful cries 
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J A M E S  
Michelle Steffes 
A funny man, 
Floating where you don't have to think, 
Tells me stories I've never heard 
In a familiar voice. 
"I knew you once," he says, 
"When you were very young 
And we lived far away 
Where the mist never touches the water 
And birds sing only at night. 
Why can't I remember 
What she told me to say? 
Where does she go 
When I sing to someone else?" 
A fragile man, 
Humming to himself in a place 
I've never seen, 
Speaks to me in a low voice 
When I bring him flowers 
And coffee. 
"Couldn't you tell by my face this morning? 
I am alone. 
Give me a tall table 
And a room big enough for my little dreams 
And my bowl of goldfish, 
Then tell me again 
Why you are not to be disturbed." 
A future man, 
Resting behind a white curtain, 
Stares, unseeing, at my face 
As I cry 
And tears stain the pages 
In my hands. 
The truth beckons from his smile 
But I am held by something stronger. 
He should not expect so much from me. 
M I C H E L L E  S T E F F E S  
T H A W  
I saw him today. 
Hands in his pockets 
Coat too heavy for the muggy sunshine 
Taking wide steps in the Indiana mud 
Looking like a slightly insane poet 
Leaving home. 
Untitled by Joseph Cebulski with Curtis Diller 
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T H E  C O N T E N T S  O F  A  C U B I C L E  
Alison K. Waibel 
She sits and swivels in her chair. 
I swivel in response. 
(this cube is way too small!) 
The neighbors are fine. 
(they get a kick out of 
two college girls around) 
Occasionally they throw candy 
Over the partial walls to us. 
And we feel 
Perpetually watched. 
Together she and I listen 
To primarily female vocalists, 
Over and over serving up 
Their passion on fine platters 
To our otherwise incredibly 
Starving ears. 
(eight hours a day, five days a week 
after week-if we have something 
to say, we'll say it-
soon enough) 
She has kept me positively updated 
On all the goings on with 
Her out-of-town boyfriend and 
The much older in-town man 
Two cubicles over. 
He calls her, unnecessarily, on the phone, 
Tells her she has sexy legs. 
She giggles, replaces the receiver, 
Then hits my chair with hers, 
Swiveling to tell me 
That she doesn't appreciate, 
But somehow rather likes, 
His comment. 
(I figure she assumes I would 
file a suit upon receiving 
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such a call) 
1 agree that it was inappropriate, 
Swiveling back to my screen 
With a comment 
On the impossible length 
Of minutes till lunch 
A F F E C T I O N  A P P A R E N T L Y  U N A C C U S T O M E D  
T O  A C C I D E N T A L  H Y S T E R I C S  
Affection picked me out, arrived sudden at my door and wanted me -
an accomplice as he selected fish, antiques, music, fabric... 
He snatched my hand as the odometer rolled 
over 10,000 - and gave me a celebratory kiss. 
He filled my treehouse with smoke. Acted the part 
of an old man (with cane), ambling linked in my arm. 
He witnessed The Crash In His Rearview at 11,000... 
...i shrieked...leapt into his seat...and he vanished. 
Shocked that i could shriek, shocked that i would dare leap, 
gawking now blankly at untouched dial, Affection...retreats. 
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STONE ROOF 
The newly installed streetlights were said to keep away strays; 
Those very lights lit me up like a show. 
The neighbors crowded on their balcony to gaze at a fair girl for a change. 
Boisterous and young, faces lunged, laughed, 
Then retreated, disenchanted into the dark, curtain pulled. 
Without eager eyes to appeal to I turned, noticed the sky, 
heard travel move below, received a chill from the worn night stone... 
He burst the battered door and dashed by with no glance my way. 
So slight and quick was he that I followed, 
He turned for a giggle at the catching-up sight of me, 
wordlessly greeting company. 
Cohort with darkness he leapt undetected (beard and coattail flailing). 
He took my hand and we landed upon the kitchen. 
Peered down, watched two shadows smirk over ironic coffee below, 
One audience for the other, leaning, 
in an intense show of premeditated revelation. 
And through his beard came a laugh, unfettered into the star stacked sky. 
AT A YOUTH HOSTEL, IN BERLIN 
Fists-black! white! blac k! white! 
And blood, all red, flying. 
Through throttled necks, voices come, 
Growling, slurring, croaking, 
Pride flung, assaulting, keeping nothing. 
Inebriated eyes darting, 
Room pulsing at a youth hostel in Berlin. 
[Pulled from dreams to witness the scene, 
terror throws the covers off] 
Empty bottle (glass!) lifted high, 
Poised to whack her helpless skull! 
[Feet cold, sudden on the tile, 
drowsy i yelp, i plead, i bleat, 
"please no...please don't...!"] 
Back into beds they crawl, 
Panting, shutting swollen eyes, 
All their insults spent at a youth hostel in Berlin. 
[Blankets replaced i lie on my back. 
Eyes wide, unblinking at a yellow Berlin ceiling. 
Rehearing, reseeing near-kill in a Berlin room, 
i am numb at a youth hostel in Berlin.] 
Presently I lift my pen-high and poised. 
It hits loud on the page-black!white!black!white! 
Expressing me, defending me. 
It is gloat. It is retaliation. 
Beat red rage strikes a helpless page, 
Ignoring exposure cold, ignoring fright, 
So I may shut my eyes to the hostile Berlin night. 
S A R A  W E I N R A U B  
F I S T F U L  O F  H O L L O W  
Sara Weinraub 
I wrote down my life 
in seven pages 
front and back 
but I only gave you 
page one 
I gave God my whole 
heart at age three in a 
brown jungle print chair 
in my living room 
And I am crumbling 
from a brittle 
yet fragrant past 
like the daisy petals 
you sent me 
wrapped in tissue paper 
Fire engines mark the wet street 
rattle my curtains 
facing the alley and some 
bald man's kitchen window 
where light never seems to push through 
This city can never keep me 
without you here 
drinking earl gray tea 
plain-faced - wide -eyed 
I will send you a 
handful of rain 
a fistful of hollow 
stapled shut 
in a brown paper bag 
and we can swim in dead 
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flowers and salt 
piles grasp something 
solid and whole-hearted 
Kill the stars tonight 
and set a match to long life 
six full pages of my memory 
waiting to be learned 
Today I Evolve by Naomi Christophel 
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C A L I F O R N I A  
Why does nothing feel holy here? 
if I could draw these beaten faces 
Spanish men in a circle of broken chairs 
reading a bilingual dictionary 
If only God felt half as strong tonight 
as the sting of this bad coffee 
then maybe I could see truth 
shivering in that far corner 
Me holding my pen like a cigarette 
burning red wax onto blue bottles 
turning on the lamp at my table 
even the cockroaches have character 
I hold my hair off of my forehead 
bleed words into puddles around this room 
and push back tomorrow when I lose this city 
and half of my beauty at the airport 
Tonight I will turn the key to an empty summer house 
sleep in a bed I have finally gotten used to 
tomorrow I will clean sheets take down photographs 
go home to the pick-up truck strip mall nights of Indiana 
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A  N E W  L I N E  
Live today in proportion with the task, conversation, prayer of the 
hour. Too many words hurt when they come out. It is so much better to be 
patient and silent these days. 
Everything looks yellow. The highway the gas station the Nissan in 
front of me. Pull the sunglasses up, down, up. You take away half of the 
beauty of Indiana without the tint inside these cheap frames. So I keep them 
on, driving into the sunset, like I'm pushing towards something better. 
It is that time—the best time—of the day when the cars on the other 
side of the interstate begin to show their headlights and the lampposts flicker 
on. So we're driving like we do and you have your thinking face on and we are 
listening to our music. 
Love is a piano dropped from a fourth story window and 
you were at the wrong place at the wrong time. 
So it's been two years now. And he is older and has good hair and he 
makes me think. But then there is this forever question, this planning a 
wedding sharing my bed learning to find his wrinkles endearing thing, which 
just about equals forever. 
It is embarrassing to admit, but Indiana is almost romantic at sunset. 
But 1 know I don't belong here. The more I find out what "just happens" after 
graduation, get a desk job and get hitched, the more I pull away. Now we are 
silent living in the six o'clock hour and we are different but sane. At least we 
like the same music. 
Hear hear now, don't cry, you raised your hand for the assignment. 
Sometimes I think life is a bunch of lines. Every event gets a new line, 
a new shade assigned to it. And like some psychotic road map they all cross 
and meet at a big black dot in the center where you stand. By the time you 
die, you need a magnifying glass to see all of them, and to remember every­
thing becomes impossible. So now we are joy riding (funny as it sounds) and 
making a new line on our lives that I, much as I don't want to, will probably 
forget. 
How do people go from being idealistic young kids with the sweetest 
faces to pot-bellied and pregnant and grey-eyed walking into Meijer in the 
middle of a Friday night because they have nothing better to do then watch 
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TGIF? Don't we all start off saying, "I'm going to be different...I'm not going 
to be like my parents when I finally let go of this hometown manual labor sort 
of life." 
I was locked into being my mother's daughter, I was just eating bread and water, 
thinking nothing ever changes. 
Another song plays on my mix tape and we are drinking gas station 
cappuccino. I always feel so sick after drinking this stuff. But you go back 
again and again, you say. It is night now. We are headed back. You hold your 
imitation coffee with one hand, rub my neck with the other. This is my favor­
ite song, you say as the tape flips sides. I know. You say that every time 
R.E.M. comes on, I say. 
Here's a scene: you're in the backseat, laying down, the windows wrap around to the 
sound of travel and the engine. .. the stars are the greatest thing you've ever seen 
and they're there for you alone, you are the everything. 
Live today in proportion with the task, conversation, prayer of the 
hour. Too many words hurt when they come out. It is so much better to be 
patient and silent these days. Let the songs speak for you. 


~!~SELECTED POETRY AND PROSE I 
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Untitled by Kevin Johnson 
In an attempt to see how Parnassus has evolved, the editors 
reviewed back issues of the literary magazine from 1980 to 1998. 
What began as a search to find a few layout ideas evolved into a 
representation of some noteworthy work students at Taylor have 
produced. 
The poetry and prose you see in the following section is the 
result of a selective process that sought to not only show the diver­
sity of work the magazine has published, but also its timelessness. 
Some of the people published in this section have families and 
careers, and others are still pursuing their education. 
The editors hope you enjoy the following selections, an 
epoch of Parnassus history. 
F I F T E E N T H  O F  N O V E M B E R  
Ted Guevara 
We came there to appreciate 
the succession of white pine over 
aspens- nothing more. Maybe seeing 
the aments outlasting the snow and 
feeling ground moss with our parched 
hands were somewhat senseless; 
I don't know. We appreciated 
the place. We were students 
you see. 
They were there too, the natives: 
the ones with khakis and the shy ones 
who avoided our glimpses even though 
we were sterile. And we would have 
liked to see both, one of each, take 
refuge in the sanctuary—so we could 
study their eyes and the 
thoughts of being in the woods 
that day. 
We often found tracks, usually 
fleeting. Their sense of direction 
was never sure to us; the teacher would 
say that they were unnoticed just 
a while ago. Sometimes we felt lucky 
when we heard a cloud shattered and 
the clouds thought "These days 
will come anyway next year. Might as well 
play now." 
And I wonder-no we wonder if 
the youngs of these two natives cared 
for much of this. They were probably 
asleep somewhere cozy— in untenanted 
cradles: one probably on a nice 
trundle of oak leaves and the other, 
maybe in the living room. It's simple 
you know, we had to relate to 
these things. 
{1980} 
150 Mi k e  Mc Gi n n i s  
OUTDATE 
Mike McGinnis 
I must admit I've been waiting for this. 
Your dry eyes look down the bridge of your nose. 
Dark and long, they soak me in like a blotter. 
And you respond with a pleased glimpse of your teeth. 
I am forced to notice your intricately formed ears 
Shielded by hair too wild to tie. 
It's late. We should be sleeping. 
The lamp over our heads threatens to flicker out. 
You're drunk with your talk 
And the fumes tranquilize me. 
And they give me the fear that we're stretching too far. 
Another moment and the world will snap back in our faces. 
Please look out the window. 
See that star sighing gently over against that cloud? 
Remember the day you had a chance to receive gifts? 
That's not a day; that's not a star. 
It s a pin prick that was put in the black balloon of the universe 
Only an instant ago. 
{1981} 
T E N E M E N T  S A D N E S S  
Julie Perez 
Light, 
from a neon sign 
flickered uncertainly, 
casting a putrid pink hue 
on the trash left 
spilling into the street. 
Hardened people walk by, 
no longer repulsed 
by their hideous surroundings. 
But, 
almost familiar with them. 
Their raised heads 
searched the rag-stuffed windows 
of the tenement buildings. 
Hoping to find their own nesting place. 
A lone vase of fresh flowers 
was perched awkwardly in a window. 
Lovingly placed, 
in a futile attempt to disguise 
the loathsome surroundings. 
But no one stopped 
admiringly. 
All so calloused 
to simple beauty. 
{1982} 
152 V I C K Y  M U E L L E R  
$ 9 . 9 5  +  T A X  
Vicky Mueller 
I sent away 
to Sears Roebuck, Inc. 
for a variety pack of metaphors. 
Then I went 
outside to wait. 
The time passed like the last five 
minutes of class before vacation. 
At last, it came. 
The box was rather unassuming, really. 
But I gave the U.RS. man his $9.95+ tax 
and went inside. 
I stared at it for a while, 
like a question on an essay text. 
At last, I tore it open. 
Inside, neatly wrapped 
in tissue paper 
were the long awaited metaphors. 
Gingerly, I unwrapped each bundle. 
For $9.95 + tax all I got was 
a red rose, 
a twin compass, 
a river, 
a stage, 
and a snapshot of the sun and moon. 
Gee, 
for that kind of money 
I should have written some myself. 
{1983} 
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NATURAL ACOUSTICS 
Lisa Calvin 
Nature and man join, 
listening ... 
to natural stereo 
with perfect acoustics. 
The crystals fall 
untamed 
and 
steady, 
but with gradual raises in pitch and volume, 
until at last, 
the full earth gurgles, 
like a fish blowing bubbles 
and commands the rain, 
"Stop." 
Finally, nothing stirs 
except lonely drops 
falling through rustling leaves, 
rudely interrupting the silence 
with a resounding 
t - t - t - t  
{1984} 
154 L A U R A  K R O E S E N  
U N T I T L E D  
Laura Kroesen 
It's quiet. 
I watch her wrestle with the covers and then her feet poke 
through and the toes wiggle. 
The rain is leaking on the earth and 
I am clean and soft inside. 
The light is humming and I hear my heart thrashing inside my brain. 
The chair cracks as 1 move and the clock 
adds a digit. 
Sleep is eight feet away and five feet up 
under the clean sheets and the crocheted afghan. 
Thank God 
for my little room with warmth and security and books 
filled with knowledge. 
This pen is a miracle 
and God put me here. 
{1986} 
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I N D I A N A  S U N R I S E  
Thom Verratti 
the fluttering, royal, painted clouds 
(worthy to house God a la Cecil B. DeMille) 
cry out for a poet to butterfly-net them, 
Pin them to a labeled card, 
and display them proudly at state fairs. 
living, breathing red and yellow 
(brighter than tempura to a six-year-old) 
clash in argument just above the treeline 
over who will come along and pluck them 
to press between the pages of The Complete Works of Shakespeare 
I run inside for a pad and pencil 
(As dear to me as an angler's rod and reel) 
then I dash back breathless, not watching where I step-
hoping to stumble on a metaphor, falling over a simile; 
but pink, and birdsong, and the waking air 
mark the way clearly-and all I can do 
is stand, and gasp, and grit my teeth and grin 
as the vision fades (Just like Monet's.) 
now bitter words pace dully on the page 
(They've gone on strike for better dispensation) 
we negotiate; but I know I've lost, 
my sunrise comes back streaked with graffiti, 
scrawls that confirm its lifeless mediocrity: 
"SOME NICE IMAGES, GOOD USE OF COLOR." 
{1988} 
J O H N  B A C H M A N  
W O R D S  C A N  S W I N G  
John Bachman 
Words you speak 
Like a pendulum swings 
First one end 
Now the other 
But always moving too close 
The blade that swings at my throat 
I can see at its extremes 
But I feel it 
When your words fall in between 
{1988} 
TOBY SHOPE 
UN T I T L E D  
Toby Shope 
lighten your 
load 
and 
you 
might just 
stop 
i 
stopped once 
uselessly 
saving my 
energy 
just in 
time 
to be 
trampled 
by 
the 
masses 
{1990} 
J O H N  C .  B O L L O W  
T H E  M E E K  S H A L L  I N H E R I T  T H E  E A R T H  
John C. Bollow 
humility is hip 
and expression humble 
win kudos 
from the girls you'd like to meet 
Is it any more right 
that meekness 
crown the pride 
of my heart 
over 
inflated negligance of 
its true position? 
One ignores the truth, 
the other completely naive. 
And it's wrong. 
Like a broken window 
Like a ghetto lot 
and 
blood on snow 
{1990} 
M I L K  O F  M A G N E S I A  
Jack Lugar 
Blue, like stone-washed jeans 
M.O.M. 
Perched atop a shelf 
In the mirrored cabinet. 
Between the Bayer and Contac. 
"Take it," says 
Robert Guillaume. 
Make you feel right. 
{1991} 
D A N I E L  R .  P L A T E  
A s  F O R  T H E  P R O B L E M  O F  E V I L  
Daniel R. Plate 
I do not deny 
that he hides 
behind somewhere: 
a black stone, 
an almost solid 
thin flecked tree 
branch rising in 
the night. 
I do not brush 
him back or 
claim to trample 
him beneath the 
wishes for a 
better walking place; 
he has been 
watching me from 
his silent perches 
for some time, 
and I have not 
been surprised to 
see him there, 
cold face lifting 
to form a silent 
and slow glance 
onto my world. 
But I will not be consumed (and 
I say this with a 
casual grin) by him. 
I have been con 
sumed already by 
a separate and 
more lovely man, 
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and the dista 
nee floating softily 
between them is as 
comforting to my 
fragile soul as 
steady and silver 
blinking water drops. 
{1994} 
162 J E N A  H A B E G G A R  
O C T O B E R  D R I V E  
Jena Habeggar 
yesterday 
we four (in church dresses) flung ourselves like suitcases 
into the blue Volvo 
which we named Blue Angel 
and rode 
shouting with the music out the windows 
and lots of hair blowing 
to the hills where we went upfast and downfaster 
and turning a gravel corner 
we found yellow daisies 
and a barbed-wire fence which one of us smashed down 
in stockings and all 
to pick the violent purple sumac; 
and from down to up we saw yellow, purple, 
sun-burnt grass, 
a hill (up) to trees and then the sky 
which was October blue. 
Then one of us went back for a camera 
(because we looked cool like the girls in magazine ads) 
and we took pictures of ourselves 
picking flowers, 
waltzing. 
Then we climbed on top of the pale Blue Angel 
(which seemed to look so cool against the burnt world) 
and we could have been in California or Miami; 
and we danced up there, 
inhaling youth 
and keeping it tight in our lungs 
long enough to be certain 
that we'd live forever 
just like this. 
{1995} 
DR .  JI M  SP I E G E L  1 5 3  
I  S A W  A  M A N  E X P L O D E  
Dr. Jim Spiegel 
I saw a man explode today, 
And since, I've been ashamed. 
For I caught his spleen and elbows, 
But I didn't catch his name. 
{1996} 
164 JON DI M O S  
B R O T H E R  A N D  S I S T E R  
Jon Dimos 
A brief history of time 
is you and I, 
is the intertwined mystery 
is it true the best response 
to mystery 
is silence? 
Silence. 
Silence is the best 
and the loudest response 
to mystery 
You and I 
are the best response to silence 
You and I 
bleed and groan 
and grind like stones 
I do not like the fact 
that I sigh every time 
I think of you 
you and I 
You are the sharp edge 
I intentionally brushed against 
You are the cut 
I have no intention of healing 
for to patch it up, 
to stop the bleeding 
to ease the ache I feel 
would be to cut you 
out of my side 
and I am more than willing 
to bear the pain 
to have your poison in my blood 
for no other reason than it is you 
you and I 
bleed and groan 
and grind like stones 
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because silence 
is too loud for time, 
much less 
brief you and i 
{1996} 
166 S T E V E N  R I C H A R D  
S I M P L E  S O N G S  
Steven Richard 
"Many seek happiness higher than man: others beneath him. 
But happiness is the same height as man." 
—Confucius 
1. 
Yesterday you were on the porch, of course, 
when I left for groceries. 
I returned with the onions, the peppers, 
the sack of potatoes. 
Without speaking you opened the bags, 
removed the rice. Set water to boil. 
On the radio we heard of today's wars, 
the hunger, the numbers. 
"There are too many people," I said, 
and you said, "Yes, but we are two of them." 
2. 
After dinner my coffee, of course, 
your daily laugh at my expense. 
We do these things without thinking, now. 
First I choose a record; then you. 
Throughout the day we have done the things we do. 
We know these things, there is no need to mention them. 
But we always discuss these other things: 
"Today," you say, "I met a carpenter." 
3. 
We are putting these things in order. 
We are writing the stories of our days. 
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"Over here," you say, 
"this is where we sit in the fall." 
When the leaves fall from that sycamore we watch; 
this is where we see it happen. 
4. 
Today I watched you fold your sweaters 
and place them neatly on the shelf. 
Today I placed my hands on your hips, 
Your head on my chest. 
These are good places to put these things, I think. 
We have arranged our days like simple songs. 
{1997} 
168 N A T H A N  S W A R T Z E N D R U B E R  
O N  B U R I A L .  
Nathan Swartzendruber 
What should be done with the dead goldfish? 
Dispose is a word no one would wish 
to use, but something must be done. 
Shall I play taps and top the coffin with one 
white rose, under the tree out back? 
Or should I flush it down the toilet to prove my lack 
of emotion: Prove it to the aquarium I always cleaned? 
To the flaky meals 1 prayed over as I leaned 
above the water to watch fins and tail sway 
with liquid life, now dried and crisp as a fall day? 
1 guess, even at the pet shop, I feared this would happen one 
morning, when dawn would break this dreamer's back with sun-
Some day, today, when something must be done. 
{1998} 
JESSICA MARIN BLACKWELL. 159 
MESSAGES FOR YOU 
Jessica Marin Blackwell 
goodbye 
leaving, you did not stop to say. 
You did not stop to collect the ends of words 
i have been trying to give you since we met. 
mvmnt 
i have been dropping my vowels. 
I have found a few under the rug, and 
managed to finagle two more from the neighbor. 
company 
colonies of ladybugs have come and gone, 
they have left me to carry the carcasses out; 
the hated and rejected piled in corners. 
clean-up 
the daily wearing through and washing thin 
has gone interactive, has syncopated with the burning out 
i have gone to bed with my freshly washed hair. 
{1998} 
170 T E R R Y  H A I N E S  
T H E  T R E N C H E S  
Terry Haines 
Deep in the black, wet, cold night, I heard, through the blasting, 
"Don't leave me to die alone." The voice of a young soldier whispered to me 
as I started to scramble away. His whispers pierced my mind louder than the 
exploding shells that surrounded us. The words rocked my senses as I 
scrambled on hands and knees through the passageways of the endless 
trenches in front of me. From dark to flashing light, from mangled dead to 
living death, from hell to hell in groping blindness...I crawled, faster and faster, 
beyond my own strength, still crawling with a hysterical frenzy that caused my 
eyes to close, my head to jerk uncontrollably, and my arms to convulse in pain. 
My stomach heaved, my shoulders raised and tensed in constant repetition, 
but I did not stop. I crawled with blind speed, running into the sides of the 
sharply turning trench. My hands bled from the razor edged bits of rock in the 
deep mud at the bottom of the abyss that surrounded me. A heavy fog filled 
the air and flooded my lungs with thick death. 
"Don't leave me to die alone." 
The words tore at my throat. My tears burned at my heart. Fighting 
the pain, my gasps for breath mounted both my mental and physical anguish. 
I stopped...the world exploding around me. The thought of the young 
voice replaced all my senses. My eyes, wide open, as if in direct contact with 
the failing whisper of my friend. My mind raced, "Why can't I just die? I am 
scared...I am alone too. Why is there someone who calls me back? Can't he 
please cry out for me to go on?...Can't he call me without whispering? I 
wouldn't call him..." 
A blast of wind from a near explosion blew me to the wall of the 
trench. "Please, please, please just let me stop for a while, let me breathe, 
please, I don't want to die!" I screamed. 
Turning on my knees, I began the slow crawl back to where the voice 
called me to die with it. I would not let him die alone. He will die with my 
hand on his side. I will believe his need. 
The sounds of the battle did not reach my ears. The flashing explo­
sions only suggested a footing through the mud and bodies, but never allowed 
a true hold on the earth. Each movement of my limbs was another weight 
building upon my cold heart. 
I now heard them coming. The shelling had stopped and now their 
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warriors came into the dark. Their voices called and screamed orders into the 
thickness of the air, that now had become so dense; a rain had begun. 
1 would stop here and there, without breathing, as the enemy jumped 
across the trench that was my womb. I could not give up my purpose. My 
faith would not fail, my salvation from this uselessness would not be forsaken 
for a fear. 
1 placed my hands one after the other, with my knees following instinc­
tively behind. As I neared, what 1 thought in my dazed state, the place where 
my dying soldier lay, I began to whisper in so silent a voice, "Soldier...Soldier..." 
Kneeling, I began to turn over the bloody bodies, one by one, searching 
for some sign, some hope that he was somewhere and that I was not alone. 
A sudden scream of attack tore into my silent quest through the 
bodies. I jerked to its direction. In horror, the thrust of a steel bayonette met 
my turn. I felt my body forced backward. My world was in cold pain that I 
knew was spilling over the ground. 
I called, "Soldier...I'm here...Soldier...Savior...please where are you?" I 
felt my body hit the ground, my eyes glaring at the escape of the attacker. 
I cried out, "Please, where are you?" 
And from a body next to me, I heard a whisper that caressed my soul. 
"Thank you," said the dying soldier. 
{1980} 
172 J A N E T  B E N D U R E  
M A Y B E  T O M O R R O W  
Janet Bendure 
It's raining again. I hate when it rains and I have to go out and pump 
gas. It's cold, too, so I wear these dirty old leather gloves so my hands won't 
freeze. They smell like gas real bad but they keep my hands warm. 
The bell rings and I go outside to see who's pulled in. It's a skinny man 
with yellow teeth. He's saying something about some sponge thing under the 
hood that keeps filling up with water and making his car stall. I am clueless. 
Our truck stop doesn't deal with repairs, just gas, I tell him. Try the 110 Truck 
Stop off exit 22,1 suggest. He doesn't want a fill-up or anything; so I leave 
him alone. Going back inside (where it isn't much warmer), I sit down behind 
the counter to read the Sunday comics. It's about 7:30-ish and the dinner 
crowd at the diner next door is letting up; so I should have some time to look 
at the paper. Between Garfield and Doonesbury I sell two packs of Camels 
and an unbreakable comb to a big black guy in a ripped jacket. People walk 
into the diner to use the phones. We have three and one of them is a collect 
call phone. I always wanted to walk up to one of those and call someone in 
Tokyo. Maybe tomorrow. 
I'm just getting ready to look at Spiderman when I see dim headlights 
coming up to the window. I hear a door slam and in comes this young, 
preppy-looking guy with a blond bowl haircut. 
"The Rabbit just died," he says, frowning. "No pun intended. Do you 
do repairs?" I shake my head and tell him the same thing I told the skinny guy 
with the yellow teeth. The blond thinks a minute, then asks, "Could I use 
your phone to call Triple A?" I push the desk phone over to him and he dials 
a number from a worn business card he gets from his wallet. While he's 
talking, I spot two girls walking in. I can tell right away that they are with him. 
They don't look like the type that usually hang out in truck stops; they look 
like people who only stop when they are being forced to like if someone needs 
to use the bathroom or something. 
The girls wear ski jackets and both their back pockets have Guess 
labels on them. After looking the place over, they wrinkle their noses and 
head for the restroom. In the meantime, the blond takes off his Levi jacket 
and I can see "Yacht Club" sewn onto his sweater. He is giving the location of 
the truck stop into the phone so that he can get a tow for his car. The girls 
step out of the bathroom a few minutes later, and I smell strong perfume come 
out with them. Soon I am feeling really dizzy and am glad when the bell rings 
so I can get some fresh air. 
The rain is now a fine mist. There sits a station wagon full of luggage, 
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kids, and a dirty Lassie-type dog. A tired-looking mom tries to hurry one of 
the kids inside the building but the boy throws up halfway to the door. I hate 
that. Mom wipes the crying kid's mouth with a Kleenex and gets him inside. I 
only hope they make it to the bathroom, 1 think as I hose off the pavement. 
Dad asks me for a fill-up and them disappears under the hood of a car. While 
I'm pumping the gas, the other two kids in the car and the dog press their 
noses against the fingerprinted window, watching every move. One girl of 
about six with messed up hair sticks her tongue out at me, and the dog starts 
barking. I ignore them and pretend to be very interested in the moving num­
bers on the gas pump. When the tank is full, I tell dad the amount he owes 
me. He follows me inside and asks for a receipt. The two little kids come, 
too. The dog stays behind, whining and scratching. 
The inside of the truck stop still smells like perfume, even though the 
preppies are nowhere in sight. Mom and the sick boy are sitting by the vend­
ing machine, both looking very weak. The girl who stuck her tongue out 
keeps saying in a sing-song voice, "Tommy threw up. Tommy threw up." The 
little boy starts crying again, and mom holds him close, whispering in his ear. 
Poor kid. He probably feels pretty rotten, and now he's got to get back into 
the car. Dad whacks the girl on the arm and takes the receipt from me. The 
family heads out the door, the brat screaming for candy from the vending 
machine. The other girl smiles and waves goodbye to me. I grin and give her 
a wink. 
I feel thirsty. I put some coins into the Pepsi machine and push the 
button for a Mountain Dew. The soda is nice and cold, and I open up the 
newspaper again, looking for Spiderman. Judas Priest comes on the radio, and 
I turn it up loud. It's no-repeat weekend on WROCH like that. It makes my 
shift go by easier. 
Truckers come in and out of the diner; to use the phones, to use the 
restroom, to shoot the breeze. Usually every Sunday night this guy named 
Eddie comes through here on his way to Detroit-he's pretty cool. We talk 
about cars, and mostly about girls. Eddie's not too much to look at-kind of fat 
and has really bad breath. I wonder where he is tonight. Maybe he didn't 
have time to stop in this week. Too bad-I kinda get into those discussions. 
I pump gas on and off for the next two hours. It's raining again-only 
harder now, and I can feel the hair stick to the back of my neck. My baseball 
cap doesn't help to keep my head dry—the rain is blowing sideways. 
I go back inside and try to warm up. My nose is running so I go to the 
bathroom for some toilet paper. I find a wallet on the sink but no toilet paper. 
I wipe my nose on my sleeve and go through my wallet. No I.D.'s, just some 
business cards with phone numbers penciled on the backs. There is $7.00 in 
one dollar bills, also. I think about pocketing the cash, but I decide I would 
feel funny about it later. I go behind the counter and toss the wallet into 
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the Lost-n-Found brown grocery sack, along with a navy blue glove and a pair 
of cracked sunglasses. 
I hear someone coughing, a real gross hacking, and I look up to see a 
hunched-over old man dragging in from the diner. His face is all stubby and 
dirty. In a hoarse voice, he asks me for cough drops, and I sell him a bag of 
Halls (menthol flavor). He pops one in his mouth and throws the wrapper on 
the floor. I give him a look because I have to keep this place somewhat clean, 
and 1 don't want to pick up any more trash than I have to. My death stares do 
no good. The guy just plops down next to the vending machine and starts 
rambling. He doesn't seem to be talking to anyone in particular; so I flip 
through the sports section, looking for football scores. Every once in a while I 
catch bits of "Uncle Sadie" this and "Uncle Frank" that, but basically I tune 
him out. The radio is still pretty loud-Dokkin is on. The next time I look, 
the old man is asleep, leaning against the vending machine. He is twitching 
and making funny sounds, and I consider waking him up. Soon he is yelling 
something about it not being his fault that the drain pipes are blocked. His 
own shouting wakes him up, and he gets to his feet. He goes out the door into 
the rain, crying. I watch him go and wonder if he's on drugs or something. 
I am done with the paper, so I just sit and watch the clock. My eyes 
are tired, and I have a mild headache. It's 11:34, and my shift will be over in 
exactly 26 minutes. If I have some more money I will buy another Mountain 
Dew, but unfortunately I only come up with twelve cents and some lint. 
Cracking my knuckles, I decide to see how long I can hold my breath. I only 
last a minute and seven seconds. After that, I doze off because the next thing 
I know, Dan is shaking me awake. He works the 12:00 to 7:00 a.m. shift. He 
says it is peaceful, and he gets a lot of reading done. I'm not much for reading. 
Books don't hold my interest. Dan says goodnight and I walk through the rain 
to the parking lot for my rusty Dodge pickup and head for home. WROC has 
a boring talk show on now. I turn off the radio and hope that it doesn't rain 
tomorrow. 
{1988} 
SCOTT M .  GLASSON 
E R I C  T A K E S  A  W A L K  
Scott M. Glasson 
One fine day, a day with lots of sunshine and a few concentrated 
clouds in the sky, Eric decides that he has had it. He has had it with people, 
and also with things in general; with the cosmos. 
"That's it!" yells Eric, breaking the afternoon quiet. "I'm not gonna 
put up with it anymore! I, Eric Arnold," he throws down the damp towel in his 
hand, "have had it!" 
The other people on the sunny cafe terrace are relaxed-looking and 
well-dressed, seated around little round plastic tables with big umbrellas over 
them. But now their hands, which are all holding drinks, abruptly stop be­
tween the tables and their lips. Here and there, a spill occurs. They are 
looking at the shouting waiter; the men appear alarmed, the women appear 
embarrassed. They worry. Not for their own safety, really; they just worry, 
because it seems appropriate. Some of the customers even look desperate, 
glancing all around for a sign of a manager or policeman. But now the au­
thorities are not needed, the waiter has just stormed out through the little gate 
to the sidewalk. My God, he's insane, think nine or ten people at the same 
time. I'm glad I'm not insane. 
"Gonna move up to the country," Eric half-sings to himself. He is now 
walking quickly up the unswept sidewalk, shoulders hunched, head down. He 
has a determined look on his face. "Gonna paint my mailbox blue, yessir..." 
and so on. He is muttering lyrics from his Taj Mahal record, "These blues 
won' let me be..." and so on. He keeps walking, away from the cafe. A mile 
away from the cafe he unties his apron and drops it on the sidewalk. 
"Young man! Stop and pick that up!" says a fifty-ish white woman that 
he just passed. 
Eric turns and says a very, very nasty thing to the woman and keeps 
walking. Soon he smiles a little, and repeats the nasty thing to himself several 
times, under his breath. He keeps walking, as if he is late for something 
important. Soon he comes to a dog sleeping in a doorway. He stops and pets 
the dog just because it is not a person. The dog thumps its tail and grumbles, 
half-asleep. The dog doesn't care about Eric or his problems one little bit, 
because he is enjoying the nap and the sunshine. See, dogs are like that. And 
that is why they are man's best friend. But Eric just keeps walking. "Gonna 
nail dat back do' shut, mmmm, yes..." and so on. 
Later Eric looks up from his feet to see where he is. "Good Lord," he 
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thinks. "I'm up on a bridge. A long, high bridge, above a high river. Guess I 
might as well just climb up on this railing here, just like this, and kind of relax, 
and let myself go, like this, wow, I'm weightless..." 
"Good Lord," says a teenage sailor in a little boat far below the bridge, 
shading his eyes to look up. "Do you see that, Kitty?" 
Kitty nods, looking confused in her cute red one-piece. "Never seen 
nuthin' like that ma whole life." 
{1990} 
DAWN BURNS 
A  T R A S H Y  R O M A N C E  
Dawn Burns 
Raymond narrowed his gaze on the garbage lady. How he loved to 
watch her. She was one of those women who had forced her way into a man's 
world, holding onto the back of the garbage truck and hollering, "OK boys! 
You can back her up a few more feet." And then she'd spit on the ground and 
hold on as the truck rumbled backwards. 
She came on Tuesdays. Tuesday was Raymond's day off from work, the 
only day he could sleep in if he wanted as everybody in Smithvillc did on their 
day off. But not Raymond. At 5:55 he would clamber out of bed, shower, and 
spiff himself up so that, by 6:30, he could be outside to greet the garbage lady. 
Only he'd never say anything to her. For months full of Tuesdays he'd stand 
on his front porch and watch her rub out her cigarette, then hoist his moun­
tain of garbage over her shoulder and into the stinking belly of the truck. 
For a while, Raymond made it a habit to walk the street before dawn, 
picking up garbage from other houses and piling it up by his curb. Only it got 
too tiresome and the neighborhood dogs took a disliking to him. 
Sometimes Raymond would loosen a bag just enough to make it spill 
open, revealing an enormous red construction paper heart. But she'd always 
miss the hint and would say, "OP Ray's at it again. He must be one hell of a 
Casanova." And then she'd curse up a storm as she crammed the trash back 
into the bag. (These were the days when Raymond would stand inside and 
watch from his large bay window.) 
Today was different from all the other Tuesdays. Raymond awoke at 
5:05, showered, shaved, dressed, and doused himself with Iron Man. Today 
was his birthday, and he was determined to share it with the garbage lady. 
It seemed to Raymond as if his life had been leading up to this mo­
ment. As a child, Raymond lived out in the country where families burn their 
trash. He remembered cold winter evenings when his mother would bundle 
him up and send him out to the burn barrel with the day's trash and three 
wooden matches. Young Raymond would shelter the match with one hand 
while striking it against the rusted barrel. It would blaze to life and Raymond 
would touch it to a crumpled piece of paper and watch the fire spread over 
cereal boxes, newspapers, and an occasional old shoe. 
It wasn't until Raymond moved to Smithville ten years ago that he 
experienced curbside collection. He first noticed Doris (that was her name) 
five years ago, in a rush to get the garbage out one Tuesday morning. He 
dashed out in his baggy flannel pajamas just as the garbage truck pulled along-
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side the curb. Doris, with cigarette dangling, said, "You've got to get up earlier 
than that to catch me. Too bad they don't burn trash in town, ain't it?" Then 
she winked, spit, and jumped onto the truck. Raymond was left at the end of 
his drive, still holding the trash. 
He didn't know what it was about Doris that attracted him. They had 
nothing in common. At 36 years of age, Raymond's strength was receding 
along with his hair. Doris's hair never stopped growing, and she looked stron­
ger every Tuesday. Raymond held a management position at the toy factory 
where, for six out of ten years, he had screwed heads onto rabbits, squirrels, 
and other small woodland creatures; Doris had held the same position in the 
sanitation service for the last 12 years. Still, her comment about burning trash 
had piqued his interest, and Raymond had taken it as a benevolent sign. She 
attracted him intensely. He had often dreamt of having her as his friend, his 
lover, even his wife. 
Though they had never truly met, Raymond felt he knew her inti­
mately. He was familiar with the black t-shirt she wore-faded with sweat under 
the arms and across her swollen chest which heaved majestically when she 
slung his trash over her left shoulder. He knew her throaty laugh and whiskey-
scarred voice. He knew the lumbering way she walked, shoulders stooped, feet 
plodding pavement. And he knew her name, Doris, from the countless times 
the driver had yelled it. 
At the sound of the garbage truck shuddering down Smithville streets, 
Raymond made his way to the front door. Stopping at the hallway mirror, he 
combed back his hair and showed his teeth, reflecting a gray piece of meat 
from the night before. He had no toothpick or floss so he picked up a sheet of 
paper lying on a nearby shelf and slid it between his teeth, quick and deep. Too 
deep. Red outlined gleaming white. 
The garbage truck hastened to another stop. Raymond licked his 
teeth, smiled into the mirror, opened the front door, and stepped outside. 
Doris was three doors down. He could hear the rustle of garbage bags 
and her incessant cursing. Impulsively, he picked two roses from the bushes 
his mother had planted "to attract the young ladies" and examined them for 
perfection as the world tinted pink. 
The garbage truck caresses the curb. Doris, wearing a white t-shirt, 
descends from the back of the truck. She hesitates at the trash bags, then 
walks towards Raymond, bearing a day-old chocolate donut with two flaming 
candles. Raymond hands her the roses and she holds them against her ruddy 
cheek. 
"Oh, Raymond," she begins, tears welling up, "there ain't no glamour 
in being a garbage woman. I, I've longed to love you, Raymond. Maybe you 
think I don't notice, but I do the red hearts, the mountains of garbage, the 
loving glances. I know it's not-much but I'd like to share this with you," she 
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says, holding out the donut. "And the candles, well, I know you're older than 
two but I wanted the candles to kind of be us and the love we have for each 
other. 1 felt it for the first time you smiled when I said something about burn­
ing instead of collecting trash and said you'd have to get up earlier to catch 
me. And you have. You have caught my heart." 
"Doris," Raymond says, wrapping his arms around her, "if you only 
knew the nights I've laid awake thinking of you. I've had the love you needed 
all along. Your strength, your manner attracts me. I love you and would give 
anything to spend the rest of my life by your side. Will you marry me? 
"Stay the hell in the house for once!" the driver yelled as the truck 
grated against the curb. Raymond's mind jerked into reality, jarring his body, 
blowing out his candles. 
He stilled his nervous hand and held the roses behind his back. Doris 
jumped to the ground, rubbed out her cigarette on the dull yellow truck, 
scorched by the embers of a thousand cigarettes. She looked at the nine 
garbage bags at the end of the drive, seven bulging with red construction 
paper, and muttered something about wastefulness. Raymond sucked in his 
breath, smiled, and walked confidently towards her. 
"Today is my 36th birthday, Doris," he said. "Would you be so kind as 
to share it with me?" Doris returned a puzzled stare. 
Raymond pulled the roses out from behind his back and held them out 
to her. He sensed she was staring at his mouth and remembered the cut. He 
licked his teeth and tasted blood. Embarrassed, he wiped his mouth across his 
shirt sleeve. 
"I'm sorry," he stuttered. "It's a paper cut. I was, I was so nervous about 
today and there was this piece of meat and no toothpick. I didn't want to miss 
seeing...well, you understand." 
She didn't. He could see that she didn't. 
"So you want to, you want to, to spend your birthday with me," Doris 
said, mimicking his stutter. "And you want to take me, to take the roses?" She 
grinned mischieviously. 
Raymond's heart beat furiously inside his chest. Doris took the roses 
from his trembling hand. 
"Well, birthday boy, I'm really not supposed to leave the job. It ain't 
professional for me to. Besides, they're waiting." She cocked her head to the 
driver and his partner, rolling with laughter in the cab. "But I appreciate the 
flowers, and you do smell awfully good today. Like an iron man," she whispered 
close to his ear. 
She slid her rough hand across his cheek and her weathered lips met 
his for a moment, bruised his with their harshness. Raymond stretched out his 
arms to embrace her, to hold her long enough to make her understand. She 
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resisted and dropped the roses to the pavement. She threw his garbage into 
the truck and was soon gone, rattling through Smithville. 
Raymond stood stunned at the end of his drive, the limp roses at his 
feet. He could still taste the blood in his mouth and the scent of Iron Man 
made him dizzy. Doris would arrive as usual next Tuesday, but maybe, just 
maybe, he should try sleeping in. 
{1995} 
M A R I A  H O S K I N S  
T H I S :  I  C A N ' T  B E  H E L D  R E S P O N S I B L E  
Maria Hoskins 
"Every man's death diminishes me, because I am involved in mankind. So never send 
to know for whom the bell tolls. It tolls for thee." 
-John Donne 
"How many times can a man tum his head and pretend that he just doesn t see.1 
-Bob Dylan 
"Late and soon, getting and spending we lay waste our powers! Little we see in 
nature that is ours! We have given our hearts away..." 
-William Wordsworth 
1 
I suck a popsicle at a rest stop in Oklahoma. A car door slams. 
Women in plastic shoes call to children at the drinking fountain. The water is 
warm and sluggish down a metal drain, asphalt hazy in the afternoon. It is hot. 
Hot like a hand laid over a mouth, like walking to see the tomb of Juliet. The 
sound of swings, chain against chain, echoes in the air. My fingers are sticky. 
My throat is thick with sugar juice gone sour. 
"Oh..." It is my voice. 
I see it. In the tar at my feet I see a butterfly, a butterfly stuck in the 
tar, red paper wings sealed wide and smiling in the tar. 
2 
I stand in line at a movie house down town. Girls and boys form 
circles around Ms. Pac Man and other games, loud games that flash. The 
carpet is musty red and settled, dulled by years of shoes and cigarettes. Behind 
the popcorn machine there is a poster on the wall, steamed close and still from 
butter fumes and dirty money and careless hands. The picture is obscured. A 
man, another man, a woman in a dress (red), a gun; I m not sure. But that is 
the movie I will see. 
The previews are dark and fast. We laugh on cue, jockeying for control 
of the arm rests, shifting our weight in the creaky seats. I cross my legs, pants 
rubbing like two spirits in the dark. 
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3 
I lay my head against the vibrating window pane of a subway car. I 
wish it would never stop but keep going forever, winding and winding through 
the Vienna underground. I start to recognize posters and graffiti on the walls 
outside. We have been here before. I start to recognize people in the cars. 
They all seem to clutch their bags and their umbrellas and their children the 
same way, with faces telling nothing. My hands are cold. It is my stop but I do 
not get off. It is my 14th circuit, and late. I will sleep here, under the lights of 
the subway car with the doors opening and closing neatly for the people. They 
are the same doors for everyone. 
4 
I sit on a curb outside of a house. It is July fourth. It is afterwards, 
when styrofoam plates litter the grass and children have fallen asleep on 
couches. Men and women talk quietly in the kitchen. An occasional bottle 
rocket whistles over the roofs of the houses, and under the flood lights outside, 
remains of fireworks fall silent as ash to the street. 
5 
I window shop on Ben Yehuda Street in West Jerusalem. Light rain 
peppers the sidewalk and my falafel sandwich is soggy in my hands, in the wax 
paper. The streets are busy with shoppers. It is Friday, a holy day for the Jews 
and Muslims of the city, and buses fill with people trying to get home before 
Shabbat at sundown. Then I hear it; everyone hears it. The blast is deafen­
ing. Several streets away a bus erupts in flames and somewhere inside, a 
suicide bomber. Hours later, amid sirens and cameras and confusion, Hasidic 
Jews quietly scrape flesh from sidewalks and store front windows and upper 
level balconies, flesh that flew like shrapnel in the blast. Days later, shops 
reopen and businessmen buy newspapers and coffee and the olives are fresh 
again. Only blackened walls and blackened ally ways remember. 
6 
I stare. Red paper wings jerk in the tar. The rest of my popsicle slips 
from its stick and splatters on the ground. Juice drips from my hands, covers 
my hands, stains my hands. I start for the car, quickly. I didn't invent death. 
7 
I do not understand the movie. The seats are cramped, the exit light 
flickers low at the opposite end of the theater, and people laugh at the wrong 
times. We tire of horror and are glad to see the credits roll. In our furnished 
souls, in our furnished haste, in our cars where the radio filters reality, we leave. 
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8 
I no longer see the walls or the faces or what they say, only my reflec­
tion in the window pane. The subway car glides smooth and even over the 
tracks. It is as if we are not moving at all. 
9 
I close the refrigerator. It is July fifth and morning brings a tangled 
memory of the night before. Firework stands lie deserted along the road, 
colored cardboard on the highway, and somewhere in an ER trauma unit, an 
EKG screen blinks evenly victim of the night. 
10 
I watch as a young girl slides a paper prayer between two stones in the 
Western Wall. It is drizzling. She turns to go. Her prayer flutters to the 
ground. I do not pick it up. It is not my prayer. The paper dissolves in a 
puddle at the base of the wall. It was not my prayer. 
{1998} 
I  C O N T R I B U T E R S  '  
W R I T E R S :  
Kaitlin Allen ('01) is an International Studies major. She writes because it 
helps her think through situations. 
Brian W. Armes ('00) is an English Writing major with a Biblical Literature 
minor. He is currently developing several screenplays, including an adaptation 
of Frank Miller's Batman: The Dark Knight Returns. 
Mark J. Bane ('99) is an English Literature and Philosophy double major. No 
animals are harmed in the writing of his stories and poems—a guarantee he is 
proud to stand behind. 
Alisha J. Benson ('99) is an English Writing major. She writes to worship 
God, and feels that poetry is the expression of her soul's language. She seeks 
to find the poetry that resides in every moment. 
Kate Bradford ('00) is an English Education major. She enjoys women's 
issues, psychology and philosophy in literature. She secretly desires to be a 
funny actress on Saturday Night Live someday. 
Michael Brandon ('99) is an English Education major. This is the first time 
he has ever submitted to Parnassus, and he is just now finding a passion for 
creative writing. His story was inspired by a friend's apartment building. 
Erin Carter ('97) is a first year graduate student at Yale University's School of 
Divinity. She is pursuing a master's degree in Arts and Religion. 
Felicia Case (faculty) is earning her teaching certificate. She was a graduate 
of the University of Connecticut. She is the wife of Jeremy, who teaches math 
at Taylor, and the mother of Isabelle, since August 1998. 
Ron Cates ('01) is a Secondary Education major. He is a transfer from Taylor 
Fort Wayne. He is a Gemini who enjoys a good game of Connect Four. 
Suzanne Chamberlin ('99) is an English Writing and a Political Science 
double major. She loves the smell of old books, Italy, and anything Garrison 
Keillor. She's been writing for The New Yorker since high school-they just 
don't know it yet. 
Jen-Hao Chen ('01) is an English Education major with a minor in Spanish. 
He is an international student from Taiwan, who has also lived in Bolivia for 
about ten years. 
Pam Coulter ('01) is a Piano Performance major. She loves music, poetry, and 
storytelling because they are languages of one soul to another. 
Libby Crawford ('99) is a Christian Education major. She wrote "Unaware 
Burdens" while sitting on a crammed full bus in India this past summer. 
Hannah Dainty ('99) is an English Writing major. She spent almost 10 years 
of her life in Kenya as a missionary kid. She has heen writing since she was 
young and found much of her inspiration in Africa where she hopes to return 
again one day. 
Randy Dillinger ('95) lives in Muncie, Indiana. He was editor of the Taylor 
Magazine for two years. He says, "My days of clever thinking are numbered." 
Karin Durtsche ('01) is an English Education major. She has enjoyed writing 
for pleasure in the past, however this is the first time she has had a work 
published. 
Derek Fisher ('99) is an Environmental Biology major. He likes to write 
because he'd probably go crazy if he did not have a chance to be creative. 
Katherine Forbes ('01) is a Theater major. She is interested in philosophy 
and comedy. 
Sarah Gamble ('99) is a Pre-Med major. She is a SWF seeking husky SWM 
interested in trailors, .357 magnums, pot roast and macrame. Also loves the 
Sirloin Stokade. Full set of teeth need not apply. 
Jill Graper ('99) is a Philosophy major. She enjoys Softball, coffee and playing 
dominoes. 
Maria Hoskins ('01) is an Art major. She wonders if anyone will ever read her 
biography, written in 3rd person, 30 words or less. 
Sarah Kaiser ('99) is an English Writing major. She is from Berlin, Germany, 
and will return there in the spring to work with music, words, and people. 
Carol Kauffman ('99) is an English Writing major. She hopes to work and 
live in the inner city in the future. One of her other dreams is to compile a 
record of Dr. Hill's life, thus preserving it for future generations. 
Amanda Knight ('00) is an English Writing major. She wants to spend her life 
in New Orleans writing horror stories. She plays herself in this movie. 
Audrey Joy Liljestrand ('01) is a French and English double major. Reading 
and creative writing have always been her favorite pastimes. She also enjoys 
sewing, horseback riding, and playing the piano. 
Rachel Martin ('02) is an English Writing major. She loves playing the violin 
and singing. She lives outside of Nashville, TN, which is where she gained 
inspiration for her poem. 
Angie Mazakis ('99) is an English Writing and International Studies double 
major. She is partial to Indiana autumns and to subtlety. Her influences are 
eclectic in her life and in her work. 
Beth McKinney ('01) is a Biology major. She inherited her love of literature, 
poetry in particular, from her mother. She only writes occasionally as a emo­
tional release. 
Keren McPhearson ('99) is French and International Studies double major. 
She will be going back to France next year to continue to study the language. 
She has always enjoyed writing and uses it as a means of self-expression and 
emotional release. 
Dinty J. Musk Jr. ('01) is a Chemistry major. He is a poet who believes that 
structure is the lifeblood of true poetry. 
Sarah E. Nachtigal ('99) is an English Writing major. She enjoys sleep, 
foofaraws about entropy (but only with her wonderful roommate), cereal, 
horseback riding, her family, 2SE, and asparagus. 
Sarah Potter ('01) is a Social Work major. She loves apple pies and hasn't had 
much experience writing pieces meant to be published. When she was 
younger, though, she made up stories of the hugely disproportionate, fictional 
character "fat" Miranda for her sisters. 
Holly A. Raatikka ('99) is an English and History double major with a Politi­
cal Science minor. She enjoys art and design, playing piano, reading, and 
writing. She aspires to become a journalist, lawyer, or professor. 
Amie Rose ('99) is an Excommunications major. Her poems are brought to 
you by the letter Y and the question "Why not?" Her next big project is 
entitled The to-do list. 
Samantha Schley ('01) is an English Secondary Education major. She writes 
poetry because she is fascinated with words and the power contained in their 
shapes and sound. 
Ryan Schulz ('99) is an English Writing major. He enjoys sitting, and yet, 
oddly enough, he must stand at times as well. 
Julie Smallwood ('96) is currently pursuing a master's degree in Writing at 
Bowling Green State University. She also teaches workshops under an assis-
tantship. 
Chris Smith ('96) is a first year Philosophy graduate student at Indiana Uni­
versity in Bloomington. 
Jeremie J. Solak ('99) is a writer and poet. He is thankful for salvation, his 
wife Sally, polish sausage and literature, his family, Gorecki, friends, and 
mazurkas (fast and spinning!) 
Michelle Steffes ('00) is a Mass Communications major. 
Alison K. Waibel ('00) is an International Studies major. She is fond of 
people, travel, cheese graters, and laughter. 
Sara Weinraub ('00) is an English Writing major. Her favorite foods are 
vegetarian Pad Thai and Saag Paneer. She looks at danger and she laughs her 
head off. 
ARTISTS: 
Joseph Cebulski ('99) is a Biology Education major. His art is inspired by his 
love of nature and fascination with the design of the universe. 
Naomi Christophel ('99) is an Art major. She plans to work and live in New 
York City. She loves spoon rings and Herb, her fish. 
Brad Dillon ('00) is a Business Systems and Economics double major. 
Matt Durbois ('00) is an Art major. He is from Simsbury, Connecticut. 
Photography is the medium he wishes to pursue in the future. 
Jamie Fritz ('99) is an Art major. She hopes for a career in graphic design or 
photography. 
Josh Hawn ('99) is a Mass Communications major. He is pursuing a career in 
film and plans to make the Great Ail-American Movie, or at least pay his rent. 
Trina Helderman ('00) is a Biology major with a Spanish minor. She loves 
sports and the outdoors. She plans to pursue a masters degree and then a 
career as a physician's assistant in the mission field. 
Melinda Horsey ('00) is an Art and Psychology major. She is inspired by life 
situations. 
Kevin Johnson ('99) is an Art Education major. He loves photography and 
hopes to do it for a living some day. 
Holly Iudicello ('98) is an Art Education major. She plans to pursue a 
masters in the fine arts and spend time in the education field, teaching art. 
Vincent Manganello ('01) is an undeclared major. He says, "I like to take 
pictures." 
Craig Moore Jr. ('97) graduated with a degree in Art Education. He now 
teaches art and coaches basketball at Batavia High School in Illinois. 
Havilah Pauley ('02) is an undeclared major. She has a passion for photogra­
phy where she finds beauty in simple things. 
Noel Powell ('01) is an Art major. He enjoys doing detailed pieces of work 
that take months to complete. 
Sally Solak ('99) is an Art major. She appreciates the craftmanship of God. 
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T " S P O N S O R S  F  
T O M  A N D  D E N I  D A I N T Y  
T "  B A R B A R A  D I C K E Y  
"All composers speak to me and I listen, Bach speaks to God 
and 1 overhear." 
""Unknown 
"I" JACK AND MARIE PRENDERGAST 
"People who throw kisses are hopelessly lazy." 
—Bob Hope 
~r J E S S I C A  L .  R O U S S E L O W  
"When power narrows the areas of man's concerns, poetry reminds him of 
the richness and the diversity of his existence." 
—John F. Kennedy 
R  F R E D  S C H U L Z E  
"Remember now thy creator in the days of thy youth." 
—Ecclesiastes 12:1 A 
-I- COLLEEN WARREN 
"In the beginning was the Word and the Word was with God and the 
Word was God." 
—John 1:1 
T  T O M  A N D  S U E  W E I N R A U B  
"As for me and my house, we will serve the Lord." 
—Joshua 24:15 
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